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Dr.WalceyNeedham 


OF 


Charter - Houſe, 


Dedication (according to the 
preſent Mode) muſt be an 
Harrangue on the Accompliſhments 
of the Perſon to whom it is Addrelſt ; 
But, Sir, though your general Ac- 
quaintance with the Sciences, and 
A3 your 


T be Epiſtie Dedicatory. 


your happy Performances in the moſt 
uſefull of them, invite me (on the firſt 
View) to embrace ſo excelleat a 
Theam ; yet when I refle& how that 
on this occaſion noRhetorick can be 
Pardonablethar-is not Extraordinary ; 
and when I farther Conſider how 


well your Excellencies are known to 
the World, I find that my beſt En- 
deavours can prove but an Imperti. 
nent Zcal. Beſides, Sir, had I been 
able to do Juſtice to your worth and 


Fame, yet I have Realon to believe, 
that 


T be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
that | my: Silence on' that. Subjet 
would with you find better Wel- 
come, than the moſt Elaborate Pa; 
negyrick, As for the following Pe 
ems (which 1 have publiſht on Rex 


we (Dd - OY RIOT 7 


lons Satisfatory to my lelt, and my 
Friends) they are Fottunate enough, 
in having firſt been Pardon'd, and 
then receiv'd into your Favour, 
| 'T were Injury to the Publick to In- 
4 | trude on thoſe portions of your time 
F that are employ'd in the Health of 
your Countrey ; but if the beſt pro- 
A 4 duas 


The Epiiile Dedicatory. 
duQtsof my humble Fancy may have 
Acceſs to your Leiſure Hours, 'cis 
the higheſt Ambition of, 


SIR, 


Your devoted 


humble Servant, 


N. TATE. 
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The Indiſpos'd, 


. 


| Hat tho th'unweary'd San 

| wW Already has his Race begun £ 

Already ſammon'd to their Pleaſant Topl 
TiInhabitants o'th' open Soyl 2 
What Comfort in his Zeffre can I find, 
If yer no cheerful Glimpſe begia 
A Glorious Morn Within, 
But Miſts and Darkneſs Rti!l oppreſs myMind ? 

B 11, What 


POEMS. 


I 
Il. 


What Entertainment can it be : 
To hear the Tunefull Birds from ev'ry Tree, 
With Grateful Songs the rifing Day ſalute, 
Unleſs my Fancy with the Afefick (air * 7 


If in my Thoughts I find no Harmony, 
I thall (Alaſs!) as foon Rejoyce 
Ate ch'Ominous Raves: dolefull Voyce ; 
Or be diverted with the Bel, 
That Rings wy Own, or dearer Friends untimely 


(Kaclk 


TIL. 


Whilſt in my Breeft the WWeather's Fair, 
Ine're enquire the Temper of the Air : 
So Reaſon O're my Appetites bear ſway, 
I'm unconcern'd what Planer Rules the Day. 


POEMS. 


If huſht and filent my fierce Paſſions lye, 
The loudeſt Guſts that rend the Sky, n 
Invice Repoſe, and make wy Sleep more ſound : 
The Tempeſt in my Breſt 
Alone can break my Feſt, 
Ev'n Herricanes abroad are ſound 
To Dammage leſs than ſmalleſt Winds hatcht Uu- 
(der-ground. 
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On a Diſeaſed Oll Man, who Wept at 
thought of leaving the World. 


I. 
(dread ! 


Ghame on thy Beard | That thou canſt Bug-bears 
Fear Death whom thou ſo oft haſt ſeen, 
$0 ofc his Gueſt at Funerals been 
Thy ſelf 'ith' Better Half already Dead ! 
Tis ſtrange to ſce that Frozen Head 
Such Plenteous MoyFore ſhed g 
Whence can this Stream be fed: 
The Tears were juſt, which at thy Birth did flow, 
For then Alaſs! thou had'ſt rengage 
Life's Inconveniences, but now 


Thou art allow'd to quit the Tragick Stage, 


Now 


POEMS. 


Now to be careful to profong the Sceu , 
And A thy Miſeries o're agen, 
Is Folly not to be forgiv'a in ev'a thy Doating 
t (Age. 


Il. 


Full Fourſcore Years (Bleſs ws | a dreadful Space) 
The World has as'd Thee ill, 
Abus'd Thee to Thy Face z 
And Doatard canſt Thou ſtill 
Sollicite her Embrace * 
Ia vain Thou cover'ſt to enjoy 
This ha#ghty Dame, when Age and Pains 
Have ſhrank thy Nerves, and chill'd thy Veins, 
Yho to thy Flexriſhing Tears, was ſo Reſerv'd and 
( Coy. 


J! 


Fs 


III. Can 


POEMS. 


ITT. 


Can Cramps, Catharrs, and Palfics be 
Such raviſhing Company, 
That thou ſhou'd'ſt mourn the Loſs of their Society ? 
What Pleaſures can the Grave deprive 
Thy Senſes of ? What Inconvcnience give, 
Which Thou'rt ex:mpted from Alive ? 
Art worſt thou canſt but have 
Cold Lodging in the Grave 3 
Nor ly'ſt thou 1armer now tho cover'd o're 
Ia Farr, till thy faint Limbs can bear no more : 
Thou fleep'it each Night in ſo much $ear-cloth 
| bound, 
Thou'dſt need no more wert thou to take thy Lodg- 
ing Unger-cround, 


POEMS. 


I'V. 


Go, lay thy friv'ious Hopes of Health aide z 
No loager Potions take, 
No more Incifions make, 
Let thy def Fleſh no more be Scarify'd* * 
Reſign, reſign thy Fated Breath, 
Conſule with no Phyſctiaw more, but Death ; 
Whea all thy S#rgeons Taſtruments prove vain, 
His pever-failing Dart 
Will Bleed thee gently at thy Heart, 
And let out Life, the Sourſe of all thy Pain }! 
Let then thy Funeral Pile be made, 
With Roſemary and Cypreſs grac't, 
Aloft on it thy Carcaſs plac't 3 
Beſide thee there thy Cratches laid: 
Thoſe Hrenſills will thas oblige thee more, 
Fomenting the kind Flame, then when they bore 
Thy Crazy and Decrepit Limbs before ! 
B 4 


8 POEMS. 


T © 
Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN 


ON HIS 


Excellent POEMS, 


R Q Trange Magick of thy W:t and Stile 


Which to their griefs mankind can Reconcile ! 
Whilſt thy Philander's tunefal Voice we hear, 
Condoling our Diſaſtrous ſtate, 
Toucht with a ſenſe of our hard Fate, 
We ſigh perhaps, or drop Tear; © 
But he the mou;nful Song ſo ſweetly ſings, 
That more- of Pleaſure than Regret it brings, 
With ſach becoming Grief 
The Trojan Chick 
Troy's Conflagrition 4.d relate, 
VV hilt ev'a the Sufrers in the Fire Crew near, 
And with a greedy Ear | 
Peyour'd the ſtory of th:ir own ſabverted ſtate, 
I. Kiad 


POEMS. 


II. 


Kind Heav'n ( as to her darling Son) to Thee 
A double Portion did impart, 
A Gift of Painting and of Poeſie : 
But for thy Rivals in the Painters Arr, 
If well they Repreſent, thy can effe&t 
No more, nor can we more expe, 
But more than this Thy happy Peacils give ; 
Thy Drafts are more than Repreientative z 
For, if we'l credit our own eyes, they Zine ! 
Ah! Worthy Friend, coo'dſt Thou maintain the 
State 
Of what with ſo much Eaſe thou do'ſt Create, 
We might reflet on Death with Scora ! 
Bat Piftures like ch'Originals decay ! 
Of Colours Thoſe conſiſt, and Theſe of Clayy 
A like Compos'd of De#t, to Duſt alike Return ! 


= 


NI, Yet 


POEMS. 
II, 


Yet 'tis our Happineſs to ſee ] 
Oblivion, Death, and adverſe Deſtiny 
Encounter'd, Vanquiſh'd, and Diſarm'd by thee. 

For if thy Pencils fail, 
Change thy Artillery, 
And Thou'rt ſecure of Victory 
Employ thy Sail, and thou ſhalt Rill prevail, 
The grand Deſtroyer greedy Time reveres 
Thy Fancy's Imay'ry, and (pares 
The meaneſt things that bear 
Th' Imprefſion of thy Pen: 
Tho' courſe and cheap their Natural Metal were, 
Stampt with thy Ferſe, he knows th'are ſacred, then, 
He knows them by that Charaey to be 
Predeflinate, and ſet « part for Immortality. 


POEMS. 


I'V. 


If native Luftre in thy Theams appear, 
Improv'd by thee, ic ſhines more clear: 
Or if thy Subje&'s void of native Light, 
Thy Fancy need but dart a Beam 
To guild thy Theam, 
And make the rude Maſs beautiful and bright, 
Thou vary'ſt oft thy Strains, bur til! 
Succels attends each Strain : 
Thy Vetſe is alwayes lofty- zs the Hill, 
Or pleaſant as the Plain, 
How well chy Muſe the Psffora! Song improves ! 
Whoſe Nymphs and $wains are in their Loves, 
As Innocent, and yer as Kind as Doves. 
But moſt She moves our Wonder and Delight, 
When She performs her looſe' Pindarick Flight , 


12 POEMS. 


Ofc to thei outmoſt reach She will extend 
Her towring V Vings to ſoar on high, 
And then þy juſt Degrees deſcend : 
Ofc in « (wife ſtrait Courſe ſhe glides, 
Obliquely oft the air divides, 
And ofc with wanton Play hangs hov'ring in the $ky, 


V. 


VVhilſt ſenſe of Duty iato my artleſs Muſe, 

Th' ambition wou'd infuſe 
To mingle with thoſe Nymph; that Homage pay, 
And wait on Thine in her tryomphant Way ; T 
Defe& of Merit checks her forward Pride, 
And makes her dread r'approach thy Chariot ſide ; 
For 'ewere at leaſt arude Indecency 

(If not Prophane) rappear 

At this Selemnity, 

Crown'd with no Lewrel Wreath (when others ate.) 


Bur 


POEMS. 


Bur this ſhe will preſume to do, 
At diſtance to attend the ſbow, 
Officiouſly ro gather up 
The ſcatter'd Bayts, if any drop 
From others Temples z and with choſe, 
A plain Plebeian Coronet compoſe. 
This, as your Livery, ſhe'd wear, to hide 
Her Nakedneſs, not gratifie her Pride ! 
Such was the YVerdant dreſs, 
Which the offending Pair did frame 
Of platted Leaves, not toexpreſs 
Their Pride i'th' Novel-garb, but to conceal theif 
Shame, 


POEMS. 


ho a At. Are eto tea krcenn [ 
ON THE P 
Preſent Corrupted State 
OF 
POETR Y, 
L. | 


WW tc thy ewn Elegy Apoſtate Arr, 
| Thon Angel once of Light; 
But, ſince thy Fall, a Fiend of Night, 
Mankind endeav'ring to pervert, 
Ar firſt, to th'Altars Service thou wert bound, 
With Innocence inſtead of Lewrel Crown'd ; 
Anthems and Hallelsjab's only did'ſt reſound : 
But now, forgetful of thy high Deſcent, 
meanly thou labour'ſt co foment T 


The 


POEMS; i5 


The Vanity and Vices of the Age; : 

lairing in Courts, and Rev Ling on the Stage. 
That Poefie, that did at firſt inſpire 

Devotion and Seraphick Fire, 
Degenerate now her Art imploy's 

In Recommending Senſual Foes x 
Bawd-like, conmiving to excice 

The waſted Lercher's Appetite ; (Deſire, 
nd with forc'd Hear ſuſtain Zove's languiſhing 


II, 


he wiſeſt and moſt potent Kings of Old, 
did not diſdain 
To leave their Royal Names Earoll'd, 
With thoſe of the Poetick Train: 
They reapt more durable Renown 
From Writing wel, 
Then when they did in 4rms excell : (Crown, 
They priz'd their Poers Wreath above their Prince's 
But 


POEMS. 


But then che Celebrated Nine, 
Pjous as Sybills, Chalt as Yeſlals were, 

The Graces were not more Diviaes 
| Bur now Deform'd, and Bloared they appear , 
Ny imenc (uſtain'd, no Change ſo fowl, 
| Transform'd into a glaring Ow! ; 
 . Or when th' Andacions King a New-mace Wolf did 
(Houl. 


Ia Ages paſt, when Vertue was allow'd, 


The Dignity of Yerſe was Underſtood : 
"Twas then employ'd r'embalm ſome VVorthy': 
( Name: 
Nought then cou'd purchaſe Elogies but Fame. 
© But Poetry now 15 Mercenary grown. 5 
Encomiums (he'll beſtow 
Oa Potentates, by their high Rank alone, 


And fingular Vices infawonfl known , 


—__  — 


- 
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For, 


did 
2Ql. 


hy's 
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For, if no Paiat or Varniſh can diſguiſe 
Their groſs Enormities, 
Audaciouſly the'll P:aiſe their Vices too! 
Thus none more largely ſhare in her Applauſe, 

Than ſome grand Martherer 0'th' Field, 

That boaſts of Myriads kill'd, 
Regardleſs of the Juſtice of his Cauſe, 

If to Deſtroy can chall-oge Fame, 
Famines and Playues the largeſt Trophies claim 5 
Bur theſe the Muſes Peccadilly's are, 

And cannot with their blacker Crimes compare : 
Long ſince they were Immod:ſt grown, and Yair z 
Bar are (Oh! Heay'a) at laſt become Profane / 
Atheiſm and Blaphemy have dar'd to Preach, 
Religion of Impoſture to impeach 5 
Stiffling that Zeal, -which firſt Themſelves to the * 
(race World 6id.Teach. | 
IV. 
Time was when Pious Bards might ſafely Dream 
By Helicon, of fair Pirene's Stream 


C And 


$ POEMS, 


And fly their towring Wit at ſome Czleſtial 
(Theam:; 
But now, with Leaprow Fancies bathing there, 
Thoſe Springs ſo infamous are grown, 
Chaſt Souls fear to approach the Muſes Air ; 
And ſacred Theams the Pdyſon'4 Waters (hun. 
' Nor has Heav'as juſt Revenge regardleſs view'd, 


Th' Eno:mities 
Of theſe Apoſtate Votaries z 
But them and their Confe4rates roo, with fignal | | 
(Rage purſy'd. 
A conſtant Curſe of Poverty attends 
Th'Unfortunate Man, whom any AMsſe befriends; | * 
All who in this deluding Art engage, 
Set out with Pleaſure, drooping reach their Stage ; 
Frollick in Touth, and Male-content in Age ! 
Thus (neer Learn'd Camw's fair Current Penſive 


(laid) 
ThyIll-created Conley did his Muſe upbraid : 


Ah! who'd Credit that Surveys, 


TlA- 


|. 
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Th' Amours and Dalliance of their Youthful 
(Dayes © 
T hat ere this Peaceful Bard, and gentle Mulc, 
Cou'd Bicker thus, and mutzally accule * 
Se, whil't ſome ſeeming Happy Paſt 
(who Hymens Fetters wear) 
In Publick Fond as Turtles are, 
Thilawed with Envy their Careſſes View 
But Ah ! What wou'd they do, 
If (as they ſee their open Lowes) their private Feud? 
They knew : 


— — —_ —— 


T he Search. 


I, 


Onfeſs Ingenuouſly O Man, 
The Upſhort of thy Toyl and Pain, 
The Produdt of thy Brain, 
Since firſt thy buiſie Race began. 
C 2 Canſt 
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Canſt thou produte one Evidence, 
Or plauſible Pretence, 
Thy boaſted Reaſon to Evince * 
Yes — Gradually each Age has been Refia'd 
By the important Labours of Man- kind , 
The Labours of their Hand, and of theic Mind, 
Ev'a Wilye Natere, with her Protean Shapes, 
Rarely from their Inquiſitive Search eſcapes 
Long (he Reſiſts ; bur tiiQly preſt, 
Reſigns th' Arcanar of her Breſt. 
Bold Mortals Rob wich Eaſe 
Her Richeſt Coffers, be they laid 
Deep i'th' Receſſes of profoundeſt Seas, 
Or to the Caverns of the Earth convey'd ; 
For rather than live Poor, 
They'l dive in queſt of Gemms that ſleep 
On Beds of Rock beneath the Deep, 
And Travel HUnder-ground for Golden-Oar, 
I I 
Enough! —— If we'l lay claim, 


From 
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From theſe Performances, to Fame, 
here will the Catalogue of our Praiſes end? 
For, thouſand Inſtances beſide 
Will vindicate our Pride, 
\nd ſtill the Tryamphs of our Wit extend. 
Such are the Conqueſts which we daily gain 
On Learnings Wndiſcover'd Parts: 
Our ative Fancies ſtill Create New Arts s 
Or, what is more, 
Ev'a from the Dead Reſtore 
Arts; that in Ages Paſt have buri'd lain, 
And yer 'sis fear'd, there's Reaſon to ſuſpeR 
Qur Glorie's Weight will fail, 
And Vanity prove the Heawier Scale ; 
Impartilly if we RefleR, 
We ſhall perceive there's wanting yet 
The Richeſt Crown our Tirumphs to Compleat x 
In vain we boaſt Diſcoveries, 
Whilſt we Return without the Maſter Prize 
The Art of Happineſs ſtill Undiſcover'd lyes. 
Cz; 111 Oh 
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IIh 
Oh Happineſs! (if Happineſs be ought 
Belide a wild Chimers in the Thought ) 
To what cloſe Nook ar't Thoa coafin'd ? 
What diſtant Continent or Iſle, 
Thar thou canſt fhi!! beguile 
The reſtleſs Scrutiny of all Men -tind! 
Ev'a in this Vale of Miſery, 
Some Rivulecs of Bliſs we aſt; 
But Riv'lers almoſt Pry, (Crhey paſt. 
And tainted with th'lfnſavory Grounds through which 
Ah! that ſome friendly Seraph wou'd convey, 
Or point me out the Way 
To thoſe glad Lands, where Happineſs flows pare , 
Where I might drink ſecure 
Ar Pleaſure's Fountain-Head ; 
No Surfeit wou'd I dread, 
But quaff the Cordial Flood g 
Till mingling with my Blood, 
And circling through each Part, 
It 


POEMS. 2 


It ſhould like Balſom eaſe my Smart , 
Like Near, Cheriſh my dejeted Heart ! 
I'V. 
In variens Wayes deluded Mortals Toil, 
All bafi'd Pd>' Diſcovery of Content : 
This is the Game we All purſue, 
But Hunt ic ſtill on a cold Scent; 
The wary Prey nere comes in view, 
Bur ſcalks Aloof, and leaves us at a Fodl, 
Yet where's the diſappointed Man will ſay, 
He now deſpairs of being Bleſt; 
For tho at preſent unpoſleſt 
Of his dear Hope, He's yet in a fair Way: 
And now his Projeft wants but carrying on 
as tis Begwn, 
And then th'important Task is done; 
Done, ſay'it thou Credulous Man ? 
Yes! So the Babel Builders heretofore, 
Raiſing to Heav'a their proud Tow'r, lackt no more 


Than carrying on the Work as they Began. 
C4 Bux 


po 
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Bur, grant thy Years of Dyadgery were paſt, W 
Tis odds but thou'rt impoy'd upon at laſt : He 
Thou like the Syria» Husband-man of Old, Tt 
Conceiv'ſt thy ſelf to hold Tt 

The Beautious Rachel! faſt in thy Embrace, W 
Yet (tho </Impoſture laſt a Night) 


A T 

Be ſure the nexr returning Light 0 

Shall fright chee with an unexpeCted Face, S, 

When thou behold't a Blear-Fy'd Leah in thy Ra- A 
cbell's Place, 

Ew | Rs Bol _.T_ 

( 

T be Proſpett. 

£ 


ren a tall Precipice on the Sea-ſide, 
A Revrend Hermite view'd the ſpreading Tide : 
The Flood was cur''d with a becoming Wave; 
But no Praſoge of tifing Tempeſts gave. 
A goodly Ship was coaſting by the Place, 
. Like a proud Courſer foaming in her Pace : 


With 
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With fatr'ring Courtſhip, the Laſcivious a_ 
Her Streamers curl'd, and wanton'd in her Sas 
The Waves divide to give the Pageant way 3 
Then cloſe, and with rais'd Heads, the Pomp (yrvey, 
Whilſt the grave Man this ſpectacle intends, 
( Pleay'd with the fight ) a ſuddain Storm deſcends. 
The Wiads grow rude, and rend the ſhaken Boat, 
On the (woln Flood, the tattrer'd Streamers float : 
S0, Bloſſoms with too violent a Breeze, 
Are torn, and (catter'd round their ſhaken Trees. 
Then, to his Cell return'd, the Anchorite 
_ | Draws ſage Remargues from this Diſaſtrous ſighe 
Of Earthly Grandeur, weighs the Uncertain ſtate z 
Which, in its gawdicſt Bloom, and proudeſt Height, 
Stands molt expos'd to th'Shock of ſuddain Fatg, 
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The Requeil. 


O may you Spriag, and ſo Heav'ns choiſeſt Dew, 
Ia Nightly-Show'rs, diftill fair Plants on You z 

As You on Me Your rankeſt Fenow thed, 
Whil'ſt at Your Feet I make My graffie Bed. 
And Thou O Goddeſs ( whoſe Obliging Womb 
Afﬀords rhe Living Feed, the Dead a Tomb) 
Permit Me ere I dye, to dig my Grave, 
'Tis all My ftary'd Ambition now will crave ! 
I Rob Theenor, for, tho My delving Spade [ 
Diſlodge thy Mould, yet there's no Treſpaſs made , 
For I the perty Damage ſhall Repay, 
Filling the Vacant Ground with Ay ews Clay. 


_ 
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T be Inſtall ment. 


ew, 
I. 


Ong have I Languiſhe in the Fire 
Of an vaquenchable Deſire ; 
And will it not (uffice thee Love, 
That I thy patient Martyr am, 
Ualeſs chy Wo:thip Ipromove, 
And proſciyte ochers to thy Flame * 
If as a Leick- Lover ought I at 
What caaſt chou more from me expeR, 
Who am not gifted for a Teacher in the Sect £ 
[1. 
My Gifts of Natere are too (mall ; 
I own it, and pretend no Call ! 
Beſide, I've found at laſt the Cheat z 
The Flame that-do's thy Prieſts inſpire, 
(Pretended 


. 
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( Pretended for Seraphick Heat ) 

Is meer Enthefoftick Fire. (knows', 
VVhen Heav'a inſpires the mind no Trouble 

«But Love's wild Extaſics (like thoſe 
That Rag'd in Heathen Priefs ) tormenc and dif- J< 
compoſe. 


” Cw HENS Ar as 
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II. : 
And 'tis no more than their Deſert, 
That theſe Impoſtors thus ſhou'd ſmart, 
By whoſe falſe VViles we are berray'd 
To Loyes curſt Tyranny and Rage , 
For they, when once Love's Captives made, 
| Their Griefs difſewbling, Sing th" Cage» |] 
Then from afar, the Credulous Flock repairs, 
 Tatend their ſoft and charming Aires ; 
And whilſt they fnlng fu, arc caught in unſeen 
Snares. 


——— ———_ RX_—TALY AER 
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I'V. 
But why fond Love wilt thou make choice 
Of my untaught and grating Voice c 


<< 


Foal, 


'Ss 


z(- 
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Fool, whil'ſt amidſt thy Gias I ſing, 

I (hall not only fright away 
Such as already are on Wing, 

But thoſe that were inclin'd to ſtay! 


Conſule thy Reaſon firſt deluded Boy, *_ 
Ere my rade Verſe thou doſt employ z 


Verſe that will prove a Scare-Crow, rather than Ds- 
(coy. 


th ——_—_—— 


I 


The Pennance; 


N ymph Fanarett, ſappos'd to be 

The Geacleſt, moſt indulgent She , 
(For what Offence I cannor ſay ) 
A Day and Night, and half a Day, 
Baniſhe her Shepheard from her ſight : 
Sure his Default con'd not be Light, 
Or this Compaſſionate Judge had nere 
Impos'd a Pennance (o ſevere. 
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And leſt ſhe ſhou'd anon revoke 
What in her warmer rage ſhe ſpoke, 
She bound che Sentence with an Oath, 
Proteſted by her Faith and Troth, 
Nought ſhou'd Compound for his Offence, 
But che full Term of Ab#inence, 

Bat when his Pennance-Glaſs were run. 
His Hours of Caftig ation done, 
Shon'd he deferr one Minutes ſpace 
T' appear, and be reſto:'d ro Grace, 
With ſparkling threatning Eyes ſhe (wore, 
That Failure wou'd Incenſe her more 
Than all his Treſpaſſes before, 


— 


—— { 


Laura's Walk. 


I. 


T HE Sun far funk in his Deſcent, 
Laid now his Tyrant Rayes afide, 


Sh 
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hen Zaurs to the Garden went, 
To Tryumph over Natures Pride. 
IT 
he Roſe- Buds bluſhe with deeper Dye, 
The enavying Lillies paler grew 
he Yielets droopt with Fear to ſpy 
On Lavrs's Veins a richer Blew. 
III, 
She ſoopt and gather'd as (he went, 
But whilſt ſbe ſavghter'd ſweetly Smil'ds 
As Angells tho for Ruia ſent, 
Appear with Looks Serene and Mild. 
IV. 
But now grown weary with her Toyl, 
qi She fits and flow'ry Wreaths ſhe frames; 
Thus with proud Trophies made 0'ch' Spoyl, 
Her Conqueſt ore the Flow'rs proclaims, 
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T be Uſurpers. B 


L 


[Js Paſſions held a long Conteſt 
For the Supream Dominion of my Breſt; F 


But whilſt in mucual Broyls the Tyrants rag'd A 
Whoſo'ver by the Battel Gain'd, 
I ſtill the certain roſs ſuſtain'd ; 
For they nere-fail'd when-ever they Engag'd, 
To Waſt the Province where the War was wag'd. 
II, 
Whilſt ſach wild Havock in my Breſt was made, 
Reaſon firſt came to tender me his Aid , N 
And fare with chat puifſant Prince Ally'd, v 
Had I bat play'd the Man "> Fight, 
My Paffions had been pur to Flight. 
But I not only to Aſſiſt deny'd, 
But Treach'rouſly fell off to th* Znemics fide. 
IN, Then 
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Ill, 
Then from the Powers of Love Redreſs 1 crav'd, 
But was by that Alhavce worſe Enſlav'd z 
For tho Loves Forces quickly did degrade 
Theſe proud Uſurpers of my Brealt, 
Yet was I not hereby Redreſt, 
; | For Love himſelf prov'd falſe, when Yitv made} 
And ſeiz'd the Province which he came to Aid, 
I V. 
But heavier now the Bondaze I ſuſtain, 
Then during my tumultuous Pſſens Reign. 
4 Twere now no (mall Preſumption to impore 
The Indulgent Fates to ſet me free 
As in my Native Liberty, 
No! So it pleaſe their kind Pow'rs to Reſtore *a 
My former Ty ants, I demand wo more 
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T be Amuſement. 


Strephon. 
W's Weeps my ws prethee why £ 
yivie. , 
To think my Strephon once mult Die , 
To think withal poor Sy/vis may 


ww AIM [ﬀVX© wo wwo# 


Whea He's remov'd, be doom'd to ſtay. | 
Streph. 

Nymph you'r too Lavith of your Tears, ] 

To ſpend them on Fantaſtick Fears. ] 
Sybv. 


No, for when I this Life reſign, ] 
(lf Fate prolong the Date of Thine) * Wd 
The Tears you'l give my Funeral, 
Will pay me lar'ceſt, Stock ang all, 
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Steph, 

— | Not fo, for ſhou'd this ſerting Light 
Ne're Riſe again in Sylvis's ſight, 
Without a Tear in wine I'd view 
Her Dying Fyes. 


Sylv, 
'Tis Falſe ! 
Streph, 
'Tis rrnes 
Sylv, 
Not weep falſe Shepheard « Swear, 
Streph, 
I Swear 
I wou'd not give thy Hearſe a Tear] 
Sylv. 
Break ſwelling Heart ! Perfidions Man ! 
Death! are you Serious 2 Swear ageny 
Yes ! Swear by Ceres and by Pan, 
Streph, 
Let then great Pa» and Ceres hear; 
6.4 And puniſh if I falſely Swear. 
D 2 Sys, 
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Sylv, 
Gods! can ye hear this and Forgive ? 
You may, for I have Heard and Live ! 
Half this Unkindne(s timely ſhown, 
Had kepe me Bleſt, kept me my Own 
E're to your falſe embrace I came, Sir 
I cou'd have quencht my kindling Flame , 
1 cou'd have done'c without Remorſe, 
Parting had then been no Divorce. — 


Streph. 
Rage not raſh Nymph, for I've Decreed 
When $ylvis Dies 


Sylv, 
Speak, what * 
Streph, 
To Bleed, 
PFll dreia my Life-blood from my Heart, 
But no cheap Tear ſhall dare to ſtarr, 
Sylv. | Fe 
Kind Shepheard, cou'd you Life Deſpiſe, | p 
Aad Bleed at Sylvis's Obſequies * Sweph, 


< =© 


, 


\ 
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Streph, 
To Ceres 1 appeal, for She 
Knows this has long been my Decree 
And knows that I reſolve it till, 

S$ylv, 
Since then you cou'd your Vow fulfill, 
wear, Swear once more you never will, 


T he Amorift, 


QE* where enammonr'd Thirfic lies, 

And cannot ceaſe to gaze 

On his Lariſſs's ſparkling Eyes, 
But takes Delight to ſee thoſe Comets Blaze g 
Whoſe Luſtre ſtill is Fatal to the Swain, 

Ore whom they Reign, 

For by their Influence the poor Shepheard Diez, 
Or (more to be Lamented) Lives in Pain. p 


D 3 Thi 
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T be Surpris al, 


| head narroweſt walk of a cloſe Grove; 
Whom ſhou'd I chance ro meer but Love 2 
I ſeiz'd the F/f, and ſaid---Ar laſt 
I've caught thee, and I'l hold thee faſt. 
Now by thy Mothers Doves and Sparrows, 
V1 rob thee of thy Bow and Arrows ; 
11 chain Thee up and cli thy Wings, 
Or Strangle T hee in thy own Strings, 
If thou refuſe me to relate 
The Grounds of my 0lnds's Hate, 
Then thus the Boy reply'd---Fond Swain, 
Vex not your (elf and me in Vain; 
Your Love as noble is and braye 
As ere this Bow and Quiver gave; 
But that 0linds flights your Flame, 


Nor Thos, nor 1, nor She's too Blame. Weig|: 


\ 
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Weigh Circumſtances, and you'l find 
She's of Necefity Unkind: 

She's Moptal, therefore never can 
Commiſerate a ſuffring Swain 

For ſuch refin'd Perfeions ſhine 

In Her, that cou'd She but Incline 
To Pitty Men, She were Divine! 


T be Unconfin'd. 


Rave me Nymph you ſtrive in Vaig 
My Paſſion to Confine : 
'Tis noble, and muſt need repime 
To wear the Slaves moſt Servile Badge, the Chaign 
'Tis more than all your Charms can do 
To lay Reſtraint on Love g 
But if you are diſpos'd to prove 
Your Beaytics ucmoſt Pow'r, purſue 
. D 4 Sond 
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Some likelier Enterprize z but ſpare 
Your vain Atrempts to bind 
What is by Nature Unconfin'd, 
For Love's a Planet, not « fixed Star. 


| —  —  — 


—_ CEL—_—_ _ -- 
ee — — OECD 


Dialogue. Alexis and Laura. 


Lanr. 
Alexis, — 
, Alex. 


Pear | 


Laur, 


T ake 


Alex. 
il What e 
Lazy. 


A Kiſs. 
Alex. 


What means this Ugexpected Bliſs, A 


X 


A 
H; 


= << 


* wes &#t wy” My 
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A Bliſs which I io oft in Vzin 
Have crav'd, and now #xartt obtain £ 
L anr. 
When to my Swain reſerv'd I ſeem'd, 
I Lov'd him, Kiſt him Leſs eftcem'd ! 
Alex. 
Dear Nymph, your Female Arts -_ 


Nor fondly thus new Ginns prepare 
For one already caught i'th'ſnare, 

You may impoſe a beavier Chains 

But none that ſurer will retain, 

'Tis Laura, an unjuſt deſign 

To Treat fo Plain a Soul as mine 
With Oraclesz with myſtick (euſe 
Religion may perhaps diſpenſe, 

But theſe Znigmas mar Love's Joy, 
As Clouds Gems in theis worth deſtroy. 


L aur. 
Then take it on your Peril Swain, 
(Since you compel me to be plain ) 
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The £iſs 1 gave you was in lieu 
Of all Love-debis from Laure due, 
To Swain Alexis, ſince the Hour 
Of our firſt Entrance on Amos. 
Alex. 
What Crimes can I have wrought t'enforce 
This ſaddain and ſevere Divorce 2 | 
'Tis, fare, impoſhble ſuch Guile 
Should preſs my Soul and not be felt, 


Laxr. 
Recall falſe Shepheard what to day 
I heard you to Dorinds (ay, 
You ſaid the did Noons Light out-ſhine, 
More than the Paphias Queen Divine, 
You yow'd reſpe&t to her Commands, 
And (Heav'a Forgive you) Kiſt her Hands, 
Alex. 
You wrong me Nymph, by Pax you dog 
For if char Courtſhip you review, 
You'l find *twas Complement to you, 
Lan 
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L aur. 
Yes, I was Sov'rainly reſpeted 
By Pray'rs t Another Saint direQted, 
Alex. 
Dorindss Graces, 'tis well known, 
Bear ſuch Reſemblance with your own, 
That when 1 made my late Addreſs, 
'Twas in that gentle Shepherdeſs 
The ſweetneſs of thoſe Charms to taſty 
Which fo divinely Zaore grac't. 
Lanr. 
Weak Nymphs with Men contend in Vain, 
Who thus can their Defaults maintain. 
Wiſe Natwre has her care expreſt, 
That neither Sex ſhou'd be oppreſ? 3 


For when to Hs the did commir 
Tyrannick Beauty, (he thought fit 


To Teach Men #it and Arts tAllay 
And Temper Beauties Abſolute Sway, 
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T be Reſtitution, 


HE keen Diſdain pierct deep my Breaſt 
The gaping Orifice diſmiſt 

The deareſt drops my Heart contain'd : 

I ventur'd to her and complain'd, 

To eaſe my ſmart and ſtill my Fears 

She wept and Bath'd my Wound with Tears. 

Blood will have Blood (they ſay) and be 

Repaid in Find. 'Tis falſe in Me. 

For Sylvie wound me yer more deep, 

If after you vouchlafe ro weep, 

(So much 1 prize your Tees) I'l own 

You have not ſatisfi'd Alone, 

But ſo ore-recompenct my wrongs, that 1 p 

Bleeding to Death ſhall Sylvis's Debtor Dye; 


* The 
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T be Eſcape. 


N & Streams Bank I ſaw her ſtand, 
A plyant Angle in her Hand. 
I markt how ſhe diſguis'd the Hook, 
And caft her Bait into the Brook. 
The ſport ſucceeded to her wiſh, 
For ſtrait ſhe hung a pondrous Fiſh 
But too too eager on her Prey, 
Reſus'd ro give the Captive. Play 
Till Titr'd, bimſelf he woud refiga ; 
But tcuſting to her ſlender Line , 
The Rruggling Animal enrag'd, 
With the rude check ſoon Diſcngag'd 
His wounded Jaws, but whilſt He thus Regains 
His Liberty, the bearded wire remains 
And galls his tender Gills with reſtleſs Pains; 


I 
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IL 
Is not enough inhumane Maid, 
That we are by thy Wiles berray'd, 
But you your Treach'ry muſt employ, 
The Floods Inhabitants to deſtroy 2 
This Fiſh has my hard fortune ſhar'd, 
When firſt by thy falſe Charms Enſaar'd ; 
For ſo I gorg'd the Bait you threw; 
Whilſt (on your game too Eager) you 
Came violently to ſeize your Prey, 


Which with hard ſtruggling broke away, 
But to what purpoſe am I Free, 
Living in painful Liberty, 
In vain I boaſt, that I ſurvive the Dart 
Whoſe Yenew'd Pile lies feftring in my Heart, 
And (tho it Kill not) galls with re#leſs ſmare. 
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T be Politicians. 


po grolly do the Learn'd and Wiſe 
Miſtake in Loves State-policies ! 

If I and Celis chance to jar, 

They rake our Feuds for open Pars 

50 little chey perceive the pow'r 

Of Quarrels to Improve Amour. 

Do we not ſee how perfe@ are 

The Loves of ev'ry Turile Pair, 

Yet they like ns diſg»iſe their Bliſs, 

Coving and murmering . while they Kids ! 

Love's Fire like Zightning ſhines as fair 

In Storms as in Serener Air, 

Let none my Celis judge the mode 

Of our Amour, and call it odd; 

But ſach as Love to our Degree 

(If avy more ſuch Lovers be ') 
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Whoſe wedded Love perſiſts the ſame, 
As when we burnt in Virgio Flame. 
Sometimes like parting Streams we ſtray, 
And ſeem to Rove 2 ſundry way, 

But meet ere long, and ſo United move 
Till we are loſt in' a full $c« if Love. 


_ _ _ — — _ - — - — — - — — 


The Vow-Breaker. 


(OL by a Moſſie Fountains fide, 
A ſpacious Marble Baſon ftands ; 
Paſſing that way , Ardelis there I ſpy'd; 
Oft-rimes, and oft, ſhe waſbt and dry'd her Hands, 
Bleſs me ! I cou'd not chooſe bur (mile 
At her Impertinent Toil; 
For from her Arms the Warters' purer fell, 
Than when ſhe took chem from the Well ! 
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So Vapours:change their meddy Blew 
(When r2is'd aloft) to fairer Hue ; 
They Riſe in Aſs and fall iv Dews 

IT. 
Ah! I'm Undone; the fear was juſt - 
That checkr me when I gave my Heart 

To this fair Nymph, who ſtorm'd at wy Miſtruſt, 

And Swore from the dear Pledge ſhe'd never part, 
A while ſhe lodg'd it in hee Breaft, 

Where like a Tortle io its Ne# 

It ſlept, till (he (won'd you believe the cou'd 2) 
Imbru'd her hands in its warm Blood ! 
Then, waſhing Here, defign'd co ain 
The Inaocene Fount, but ſtrove in Vain; 

| Her Hands the Conſcious Die Retain. 


Ill 
Hence-forth let none your Beauty prize, 
Bat ſuch as can be Falſe as You 
Yoo who admit no Hearts your Yotaries] 
Save what you make (like Mine) your YiFims too 
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'Tis evident what you defign 

You'd be in Zarze# thought Divine, 
Then, Goddeſs, know your Rices amiſs proceed, 

Your Vidtims Buyx before they Bleed ; 

But you Eojoyn your own odd way 

To Exerciſe your 4bſolate ſway, 

And try how Blindly wee'l obey. 


l———_— ti 


The Tear. 


L 


GTi Folis, let me watch that Tear, 
Leſt che rich drop glide ſrom thine Eye , 
The Meteor ſparkles in its Sphere, | 
Buc Fall'a to imwpoere Earth, twill Dye x 
Yer where it is ic cannot ſtay, 
For ſee the S»x-beams come in ſwarms to Prey 
Aad fip the rich delicious juice Away. 


[1; 
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II. 


lato this Yiol let it fall-—— 
See, Fulis, how it ſparkles through * 
Well may thoſe Eyes prevail on All, 
Whoſe Tears have Killing glances too, 
If ſolid as a Gem it were, 
No Gem cou'd vie with this Tranſparent Tear 5 
The Eye that wept it only cou'd compare. 
ITT. 
Te ſhall be ſo, I will convert 
This Tear to a Gem, 'tis Feazable 5 
For laid near Fulis's Frozen Heart, 


'Twill to a Diamond congeal, 
And yet if I conſider well, 


? }| Theſe Tears of Fulis's can fore-bode no 111, 
The Froſt is Breaking when ſuch Drops DiſiI 
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The Diſcovery. 


1 
C 
C 
H 
v 
Hen firſt Love's Vot'rie I became, T 
(Charm'd with the Z»ſire of his Flame) 3 T 
My Yonth his God-like form admir'd, A 
And fondly thought his Prieſts inſpird. v 
Mongit Them I proudly ſought a Place, Fr 
And was by Chance allow'd the Graces \ Tl 
But once admitted to his Shrine, At 
That Love whom I eſtcem'd Divine, in 
More terrible thin Mo/och Rood, 
His Altars ſtain'd with Humane Blood, 
Of all Infernal Tyrant Pow'rs, 
None like this Damon of Amenys. 
None ſo ſeverely Exe:tciſe 
Their Rage on their poor Yortaies! 
The Wounded Lover lives in pain, 


Lies neither Curable nor Slain 


= 
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Till his keen Sword (heath'd in his Heart, 
Compleat the Slaughter of the Dart, 
Others to @uench this Calextare. 

Have tane a (ſpeedy Courſe and ſure, 
Whilſt from ſome Praxcipice's Brow, 
They plung'd into the Floods below. 
To Deſerts Others have Retir'd, 

And penſive there in Caves expir'd, , 
What Place or Age or Sex is free 
From this Wſorpey's Tyranny 2 

The populous Cicy he frequents, ' 
And pitches in the Camp his Tent, 

{n Courts and Palaces He Rergns, 

And proudelt Monarchs wear his Chains, 
Yet He that thus the Scepter awes, 
Diſdains not to impoſe his Laws 

On Cottages, and there deſtroys 

The Nymph: and Shepbeards native Joys, 
Their purer Air me-thinks ſhou'd be 
From Love's ſevere Contagion free, 


E 3 
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But all their Meads and Gardens bear 
No Herb t'aſſwage this Feavour There | 
Far from his Flock Alexir weeps, 
NegleQs to Feed, and rarely Sleeps 3 
His oxce ſure Charm for ev'ry Grief, 
The Pipe affords him no Relief ; 
Gaſping at Sylvis's Feet he lies, 

Whilſt She for Scornful Srrephon dies. 
How wretched is the Lover's State, 
Preſt on ail ſides with ſome hard Fate? 

His Hopes alike it will deſtroy, 

Not ts Succeed or to Enjoy. 

For if he zawleſly Embrace, 

He's then 1/nhappy 'cauſe He's Baſe ; 
And He that Henorably. Love's 

Leſs Wretched, but not Happy proves ! 
To him that waits his Nuprial Day, 
The Hours paſs Lazily away; 

Falſe Dreams of Bliſs hs Thoughts Employ, 
Impaticat therefore to Enjoy, 


Kaſhly 
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KLafhly he bargains for a Wike, 

And with her Weds the Cares of Life; 

Bur wrought ro ExpeQation's Height 

His fancy'd Bliſſes Vaniih ſtrair, 

For Leape into the Marriage: Bed, 

Whith Briers and Thorns He finds it ſpread; 
Repents 199 Late and Enyyes the Hawed, 


by 
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T be Parting, 


1 hs do I fix my Foot, and Farewell Zove ! 
I will oo further move. 
When firſt in Ey70%7's Miſty Night 
I loſt my ſelf, and rov'd abour, 
This Tenis-fatuws found me out, 
Before me rol'd with Wanton Play; 
And beg'd to bring me on my Way 


'T Raſlly 
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Raſhly I follow'd the ſeducing Fire 
Through briny Floods of Tears, 
Mongſt Thoyay Jealenfier and Fears * ** 
O're Precipices of Deſpair, 
And where no Paſlage did appear, 
Ofc have I forc't 4 Path, bur now I Tire, 
W hat Glympſe was that which ſtruck my Eye 
From yonder Skie 
* Welcome bright Harbinger of Day 3 
By thee I know the Sun is on his way. 
What Deſer!'s this 2----Alas ! I fear I'm Stray'd, 
- And after all wy To/ and Frighe | 
la this Tempeſtuous Night, 
By my Officious Gaide Betray'd. 
Oh! when ſhall 1 arrive at the Abode 
Of Happy Souls (ſince they that earlieſt give * 
To reach that Stage, are late ere they Arrive) 
I, who am Cumbced with (o vaſt a Load 
Of Vain Deſires, and have alas ! 
{ So many a weary ſtep to paſs 
Exe 1 Abef my Sh 's,& get inco the Read, Pn 


\ 


% 
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— 


On an Old Miſer that Hoarded big 
T reaſure in a Steel Cheft, and bu- 


ryd it. 


Anſt Thou in Dungeons (mother up that Pe/f 
That's dearer\to thee than thy Self ? 
Thi ill-created Pris'ger is debar'd the Gghc 
Of its own cheerful Parent Zighr. 
Doſt Thou in ſuch ſtrit Ward thy Gold rein, 
As Pagans did their 1dels Chain, | 
Leſt ſome audacious Foe by Force ſhou'd ſeize 
Or charm away their Deities ? 
In Vain from Others Reach thou doſt confine 
Whit is no Leſs reſerv'd from Thise ! 
So Merchants father than reſign their goods 
To Pyrats, fink them in the Floods, 
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Dull Miſer; nought of thy laborious Gains 
Falls to thy ſhare, beſide the Painr. 

Like the dall Aſs thou Starv'ſt beneath a Pack 
Of Proveader that breaks thy Backs 

Think not Thou doſt like Nat»re to Inter 
Thy Gold, cauſe 'twas Icter'd by Her g 

The Cell which Natore gave it, was a Word 

To Breed the 0ar, but Thine its Towd. 


Tees SY Lo 


—_ tt. 


Mr ——— 


T be Vifon, 


Written in 4 dangerous fit of Sickneſs, 


| D ade :n Sleep neer a complaining Stream; 
© — My Fancy (trove with an important Dream, 
Me-thought I was with Violence born away 
Through a dark Vaule, whoſe Cavern did convey 
" To Death's ſad Courts; the brazen Gates I paſt, 
Which on my entrance were again made faſt. 


The 
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The-diſmal Cell wich horrour I ſurvey'd, 

For dead mens Bones in Piles were round me wm 

And Skulls of largeſt fize the Pavement made, 

The Sun to this dark Manſion «darts no Ray, 

But glim'ring Lamps make an imperſe&t Day; 

By their faint Light I ſearche the Cave around, 

And in each Nook amazing Obje&s found, 

In 2 long Row ſtood Glaſles ſtor'd with Sand, + 

Which of ſome Morrals years the Tale concain'd: 

His or Her Name the bloody Letters ſpell'd, 

The Number of whoſe years the Hour-glaſs held, 

Grim Fate ſtood by to watch the hindmoſt Grain, 

And cut the fl:nder Thread of Life in Twain g 

Then down the Tablet drope t'a ſtream below, 

Suppos'd from the Lethean Lake to flow: 

A while it floaced-'rill born Ulnder-ground, 

'T was in th'&byſs of Ceep Oblivion drown'd, 
Whilſt into Fare's Arcanes thus I pry'd, 

My own Name on a Tablet I deſcry'd. 
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But oh the Pangs and Agonies that rent 
My panting Breaſt tg find my Glaſs neer ſpent! 
The Tragick Scene begins (Forgive me Fate 
That thy occult Proceedings I Relate.) 
Strait was I ſammond to receive my Doom, 
For Death with horrid Grace approacht the Rogry 
Array'd majeſtick in a mourning Robe, 
A Dert his Scepter, and a Skull his Globe. 
He ſat, th'Actendants on his Perſon ſtood, 
All arm'd for Slaughter, and diſtain'd with Blood. 
Diſeaſes aext were plac'c a numerous Train, 
Producing each 2 Bed-rol! of his lain. 
No ſooner were my ſcatter'd Thoughts reſtor'd, 
But I with mental Pray'rs Heav'as Aid implor'd , 
Then thus with hollow Voice the Tyrant ſpoke--.- 
In vain fond Youth Heav'ns ſuccour you invoke, 
Stand .co the Bar, and hear th'lnditement read , 
- For ere Thog dy'ſt Thou art allow'd to Plead: 
Thy Charge is deep, but for thy ſelf Reply, 
Oh I am Guilty and deſerve to Dye! 


My 
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My years in Vanity's purſuit I ſpent, 

Too oft Tranſgreſt, too rarely did Repent; 

Some Vices (Heav'n Aſliiting) I ſuppreſt, 

And laſting War proclaim'd with all the Reſty 

But oft i'th* Combat 1 ſhrunk back and fled, * 

By Paſhons oft ſarpriz'd and Captive led, 

But are this Courts Proceedings fo ſevere, 

'That Youth can Challenge no Indulgence Here £ 

Had Fate my Life to Manlier years promov'd, 

Perhaps my Skill and Courage had improv'd :, 

Mortal thy Doom already is decreed, 

(The Fudge replyd) and Sentence mult proceed ! 

This Court's Records with Inſtances abound 

Of Younger Brows than Thine with Lawrel crown'd, 

Approach ye Miniſters of Fate, and bear | 

Th'Offender Hence to th'Region of Dpairy 

In Liquid Flames of Sulphur let him roul, . 

In hharpeſt Aponies of 2 Hell-wreekt Soul : 

Thus lec him howl Eternity Away, 

Refreſhe with ao ſhort Climps of Heav'nly Day. 
- Con- 
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Confuſion now my Tortur'd Boſom fill'd ; 

Cold Sweat adown my Lifeleſs joynes diftill'd, 

A Guard of Dzxmons at the Tyrant's call 

With hideous Yellings ruſht inco the Hall 

Monſtrous of Shape, of Size, Prodigious Tall. 
Ia chis Diſtreſs behold a Heav'oly Ray, 

Around me did his chearful Light di(play, 

The Lamps grew pale and ſhrunk into their Caſe, 

The-frighted Demons Vanitht from the Place g 

The baughty Tyraat's Self confus'd appear'd ; 

Monegſt the dead Bones a rattling Noiſe was heard; 

As Summon'd to the Univerſal Doom, 

They juſtled with each other in their Tomb; 

Not daring yet to hope Relief I ſpy'd 

My Guardian- Angel ſmiling by wy fide 3 

A filent joy through all my Vuals ran, 

Whilſt Thus in Charming Language He began, 
Rejoyce my charge, for from Heav'as Court I 

(come 


With gracious Orders to Revoke thy Doom, 


Thy 
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Thy Sun is ſet, thy Life-gloſs aimoſt run, 

Thy Vireae's Race imperfe&ly begun. 

But Heav'n in Pitty to thy ſickly Pace, 

Has Lincenc'd me or to conra@ the ſpace, \» 

Or on my Wing thy lingring Spirit convey 

To Bliſsful Manſions of Eternal Day. | 

To Heav'a and Him my Humbleſt Thanks I paid, 
And beg'd tobe to thoſe glad Seats convey'd 1 

Bur firſt admit the Lot of all Man-kind 

And Leave (ſaid He)that Load of Earth behind, 
Pris'ners Abſoly'd, leſs gladly quit cheir Chain 
Than I this Fleſb that did my Spirit Gerain, 

But when my Soul her naked Self Survey'd, 
Leaprous and foul by Sin'; Contagion made, 

She Bluſhc and ſoughe to cover her Diſgrace, 
Rerreating back into her Fleſhy caſe, | 
The Guardian-Spiric her ſond Attempr with-ſtood, 
And ſtreight with Hyſſcp dipt in Sacred Blood, 
Baptiz'd Her ; and behold, whilſt Ienquir'd 
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Th'[ntent o'ch'Ceremony, 7 grew inſpir'd 

With mental joys, and now deſcry'd no more 

Thoſe Blemiſhes chat Rtain'd my Soul before : 
Thought of New Worlds my Mind had fo iogroft, 
Thar all Remembrance of the old it Loſt: 

That Body too (which once I fondly thoughe 

Cou'd never be from my Remembrance wrought) 
Had now quite ſcapt my Mem'ry, ill I ſpy'd 

The pale and Lifele(s Engine by my fide. 

Bleſs me (faid I) what ghaſtly thing lies there * 


Was this the Manſion where ſo many a year, 

I lingred 'ewixt ſucceſſive Hope and Fear * 

Was this the Thing I rook ſach Care rimprove, 
Taught itto Cringe, and in juſt meafores move ? 
The thing char lately did in Buſineſs (wear, 

Thar ralkr ſo much of being Rich and Grea:t ! 

Ther ſought with Verſe tomake its Love renown'd, 
Aad bop't ere long to ſee its Paſſion Crown'd, 


= =  HSHSes =o has 
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Behold where the deſigning Machine lies, 

Prey to thoſe Inſeds it did once Deſpile. 

Suppoſe rhat Body now lay Ccover'd ore 

I Perfames brought ſrom Ormas Spice Shore z 

What courteous Female wou'd vouchſaſe the Grace 

To Cutl thoſe Locks, or Kils that ghaſtly Face 2 

Why is the Corpſe fo long detain'd from Ground; 

Tis more thin Time thoſe Hands and Feet were 
| (bound x 

Cloſe the dull Eyes, ſupport the falling Chin, 

With graſhe Turfs ſuppreſs the ſwelling Skin ; 

Go, let the Fun'ral Peal be Rung aloud, 

In 'Winding-Sheers dh'offenſive Carkaſs ſhtow'd 

And in ſome Nook the Uſelefs Lamber crow'd. 

Iaſfking Thus 1 ſpake, and more had ſaid, 

But was by my Aſſiſtant Angel ſtay'd , 

My Charge, ſaid he, (theſe gloomy ſhades with- Crawny 

Behold of Everlaſting Day the Dawn: 

Ke th'Entrance to thEhfien Lind (a Grace 

Confer'd on Souls when firſt they arrive the Place) 


F The 
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The Bliſsful Throog are mec to welcome Thee 
To their fair World of Jamortality. 
He ſaid, and ſtraic his Threatning Wand up-hearv'ds 
The Neighb'riag Walls obey'd the Seroke and cleay'dy 
. Such was the Blow giv'a by the Hebrew Guide, 
When forcing his Foor-paſſage through the Tide, 
The Waters there Cangeal'd and ltood in Walls, 
The Building here like breaking Water falls. 
But now the parting Stones brought Heav'n in View, 
When (Fatal Chance !) my rapt'rous Dream with- 
' (drew 
The grateful ſlumber fron my Temples fell, 
Round me I view'd the Grove, and thought it Hell ; 
Aloud I call'd my Guide ! Obligingly | 
The Ecchoing Rocks kept up th'expiring cry, 
But the falſe Yiſton fled without Reply. 
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ODE. 


To my Ingeniow Friend Mr. Flatman. 


A* when the fam'd Artificer of Greece, 
With wonarous Art but il] Succeſs 
Contriv'd his own and Captiv'd Son's Eſcape, 
By Wings which He with inſpir'd Craft did ſhape, 
He taught the Youth how ſafely He might Glide, 
And keep a Mean betwixt the Sun and Tidey 
SO you (Learn'd Friend) with equal Art 
To me the Wings of Poefie impart, 
Before me through the ſpacious Sphere 
A ſteddy Courſe you Steer, 
There You ſecurely Wonders aft 
And th'Eyes of All Aarat, 
 Whilt I Unfortunate, 
Like Icarw Die, but with leſs glorious Fate ! 


F 2 He 


63 POEMS; 


He Soaring fell, I flag Below, 
Where with damp Wings diſabled to purſue 
I yield me Loſt, and plunging down 
In deep oblivies Drown. 


_— — _ - _— — ——— _—_—— << ow  —oo— 


The Banquet. 


| D nn and to the Myrtle Grove convey 
What-ever with the natural Pallat ſuits, 


The Dvuyrie's Store with Sallads, Roors & Fruits, 


I mean to play the Zpicere to Day ! 
Let nought be wanting to compleat 
Our Bloodleſs Treat, 
But Bloodleſs let it be, for I've Decreed 
The Grape Alone for this Repaſt ſhall Bleed. 
Sit worthy Friends ——— Bur ere we Feed, 


Let Zove bexpell'd the Company x 


Let 
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Let no mans Mirth Here interrupted be 
With Thought of any Scornful Lutle She ! 
Fall roo my Friends. Truſt me the Cheer is good! 
Ah ! (if our Bliſs we Underſtood) 
How ſhou'd we Bleſs th' Incu'gene Fates ! 
Indulgene Fates, that with Content have ſto;'d 
Our Rural Board, 
A Rarity nere ſound amongſt the Cates 
Of moſt Voluprtuous Porentates, 


The Match. 


Y what wild Frenzy was I Led, 

That with a Meſe I needs muſt Wed £ 
Whoſe Dow'r conſiſts of pop'lar Fame, 
The ſhort Poſſeſſion of a Name ! 

Yet with what Trouble and Debate 
The owner holds this poor Eſtate * 


F 3 Wherg 
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Where after long Expence and Toil -_ 
He $!arves on the Ungrateſul Soil. my 
The Fields and Groves which Poets ſeign W 
The curious Fancy Entertain, N 


Burt yeilds no nouriſhiog Grain or Fruit, 
The craving Stomach to recruit, 
With Thirſty Tongue the Rhymer Sings 
Of Nettar and 0lympien Springs, 

And ſuch I fear the Faiery ground 
Of their Zlyſium will be found. 
A meer Fools Parediſe, and fit 
For ſuch 2s will be Men of 1. 
Yer fain wou'd I that Rhymer know, 
That Raves not of th) Shades below, 
Whoſe Verſe deſcribes not there each Hill, 
Each Flow'ry Vale and wandriog Rill, 
With ſuch praiſe particular Care, 
As He had been a Native there z 
When (mavgre all his Art and Pains) 
What are his Gay Elyſian Plains 
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But an Imaginary Cheat, 

utopia's form'd i'th'wild Conceit, 
When with Poctick, Caleature 

'Tis ſciz'd, and Death alone can Core, 


T be Diſconſolate. 


Y lab'.ing Soul no longer can ſuſtain, 
But fink beneath th/encreaſing Paing 
I Wiſh, Contiive, Attempr, and Rage in Vain! 
Down by theſe falling Springs I'il Lay 
My weary Limbs, ani Sigh my troubled Soul Away ! 
To theſe lone Fields my Griefs I will impart, 
Oh my diftrafted Head ! Oh my afflited Heart ! 
Put flay, why ſhou'd I mournſally recite 
My Grievances, to Fright 
The feather'd Poers of theſe Streams? 
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To interrupt their Mirth and Peace, 
Whilſt Philomel her querulous Song (hall ceaſe, 
And from wy ſorrows, learn more Tragick Thee ! 
No! No! I will conceal my weighty Ills, 

Seal up my Lips, nor looſe them «v'a to Pray, 
Bur all my Plaints in Mental Pray'rs convey, 
That (hall co Heav'n as fer riſe as Dew from 

| (thence Diſtills, 


I 1. 
Dream I? or iv'c a real Prodigy ? 
For I deſcry 
A Rent in that unclouded Skye , 
The Azure Curtains are drawn wide 


And to my View diſcloſe 
Th' Zh.» Lands where happy Spitits Reſide | 
See where the Spring of Pleaſure flows, 
On whoſe fair Banks the Bleſt rake ſoft Repoſe» 
Exewpt from Senſe or thoughe of Miſery, 
" They Siog, and Smile, and Rovez 


And 
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And Feaſt on Joys in every Grove z 
Their Paradiſe has no Forbidden Tree ! 
[ Curſt that I am to View this glorious Scene - 
" With a vaſt Gulf of Air Berwees | 
So from a Reck the Ship-wreckt Marriney 
Surveys the diſtance Shore with watry Eyes, 
1 Reflects on the full Meals and Paſtimes there, 
k But having fram'd his fancy'd Theetre | 
Of Sports and rich Varieties, 
Sirs down Diſconſolate, and Starving Dyer, 


Sliding on Skates in very bard Froſt. 


Ow well theſe frozen Floods now Repreſenc 
Thoſe Chry#al Waters of the Firmament ! 
Tho Hw7icener ſhou'd rage, they cou'd not now 
So mach as curl the ſolid Water's Brow g 


Proud 
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Proud Fleets whoſe ſtybbcrn Cables (carce wah-ſtood 
Thi imperuous thock of the Qaſtable Flood, 

loa watry Ligaments ace reftrain'd 

More ſtr.& than when wn binding Ooze detain'd, 

Buc tho cheir Services at preſent fail, ; 


" Our ſelves witliout the 2:4 of Tide or Gale * 


On Keels of pol.iut Steel ſccurely Sail 

From ev'ry creek to ev'ty point we Rove, 
And in our lawleſs Paſlage ſwifter move 

Than Fiſh beneath us, or than Fowl above, 


— — _— —  — —  —— —_—_— 
A I_ —— —— 
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Strephon's Complaint on quitting bis 
Retirement. 


I. 
Mfrneſs ! —— Oh Ray till I recover Breath, 
Th'aſtooithing Word puts my maz'd Spirits to 
Buſineſs to me ſounds terrible as Death, (Flight ; 
As Death to Loyers on their Bridal Night. 


Free 
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Free as Air, but more Serene, 
The Series of my Life has been; 
But I uncuſtom'd to the yoak, muſt now 
In ftubborn Harneſs toil at the dull Plow, 
IL 
Then farewell Happineſs, Repoſe farewel| ! | 
You come not where poor Strephon muſt Reſide* 
For you like Halcyons on calm Waters dwell, 
But Buſineſs is a rough and troubled Tide, 
Few Suns have ris'a fince I was Bleſt, 
Of God like Liberty poſleſt ; 
But Siave t'Employment now without Repoſe 
I'm (Ghoſt-like) hurry'd where my Demos goes, 
ITT. | 
But Buſineſs co Preferment will dire, 
And tis ev'n neceſſary co be Grear, 
Ah have I then no more than this rexpeR 2 
; My tinted Hopes will ſtarve on ſach thin meat, 
Impertinents | Context I crave, 
And wildly you of Grandiexr Rave ! 
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If Life's at beſt a tedious rugged Road, 
What maſt it be with Grandicar's combring Load ? Th 
I'V. 
Condemn'd to th! Town- Noiſe and Impertinence, Th 
Where Mode and Ceremony I muſt view ! 
Yet were the ſight all $:rephow cou'd diſpenſe, 
Buc He muſt there be Ceremoniow too. 
I fear my rural Soul's coo plain Br 
To Learn the Towns di\ſ-mbling Qreins Y« 
For whilſt I practize the flie Courtiers Are, 
I ſhall forget my ſelf, and ſpeak my Heart, T 
Et 
When fir? th! unwelcome Tidings I receiv'd, 
Summon'd to bid my peaceful ſhades Adieu ; 
Scarce was I by my Fellow-Swains believ'd, 
'Till ſtreaming Tears piov'd my ſad ſtory True. 
Fhen penlive they my Doom reſent, 
As *ewere to Death or Baniſhment, 
But oh my Panalibes's paſfionate moan 
Sarpaſt her Sexes kindneſs, and her own. 


V1 
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VL 
Thus-ſpake She with a forc't frown on her Brow, 
Will you be gone * falſe Strephon, will you go* 
Then go thy wayy go, ſor Þ Hate thee now! 

Bur tell me, are you ſerious Swain, or no * 
This is ſome new-found wile to prove 
(Ridiculous Jealouſhe !) my Love : 

But whilſt of miae this feign'd fuſpet is ſhown, 
You wou'd ſuggelt that you've rznounc'd your 0ws. 


VII. 
Thy Love chaſt Nymph deep in my Breaſt I laid, 
$ When fieſt the precious Pledge I did receive, | 
Nor have I thence the ſacred ſtore convey'd, | © 
Here, force the Cabinet ope - and you'! believe ' 
You'l ſee with whar a bleeding Heart, 
From thele dear Shades and thee I part z 
But tig'rous Fate——hen on her Virgin Breaſt 
I lean'd my drooping Head, and wept the Reſt, 


VIII 
Oh Floods and Groves, beneath-whofe facred ſhade 
Tve fat as Happy as firſt Mortals were y For 
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For when DiſtraQioas difl my breaſt invace, 
Some rapt'rous Shepheard's Song redreſt my Care? 
But 'bove the Flights of other Swains By 
I priz'd my Afreger's ſoft ſtreins ; Ve: 

For (Toerile-like) my pentive Aſtragon 
Is ſweetly Sad and Charming in. his Moan, 


— - — —_— 


T be Gold-bater. 


Ell, I perceive the Antipeatby 


Is mutgal now 'twixt Gold and Ade x Th 
For that flics me as faſt as I a 
The falſe pernicious merral flie. ve 
So wild a Prey why thou'd E Trace Pe 


That yields no Pleaſure in the Chaſe ? 
A Prey that muſt wath Toil be ſought, 
And which I prize not when 'tis Cavghs. 
Gold I contema when rude 'ch'os, 
But ig a Crows deſpiſe is mere. 
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No Crown can any Temples fic 
| So well, but *rwill uneafie fic. 

[By an Eternal Law of Fate, 
Vexations {ti]] attend on State 3 
laſep'rable by Humane Art, 

A Crows'd-Head and an Aking- Heart. 


—  ——— 


 —— 


T be Ingrates. 


Ul Mortals with the ſame prepoſt'rous breath 
We blefs Lave's Daits, and Curſe the ſhafes of 
The Author of our 11s, 2 God we flite , (Dearb, 
But the Redreſſer of thoſe wrongs Revile, 
Yer gentle Death (tho radely treated) ſtill 


Perfiſts in generous Charity xo Kill 
\nd Cure th'logrucful ev'nagaioſt their Will ! 
h (hould be onee in juſt Refearment give 
Our Wiſhes, and permit us ever Live, (/ 
hat ſbou'd we do when Seal abd Body jar 
nd Loath each other like! an- 701-wed 7 air ? 
Can 
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Can envious Ficnds a Penalrcy invent 
That ſhall than 'Loath'd Embraces more Torment + T 
Bur friendly Death abſolves us from chis Carſe, 


And when the Parties claſb, makes a Divorte, T 


_ n _ OO — Wn— _ a 


Diſ: ayeinted 


| Ya Clime to Cline with reſfleſs toyl we Roam, 
But (ſadly {11 our old Griefs we Retain, 
And with vs bear (tho we-at-rove the Main) 
The ſame d:{quiet felves we brought from Hom | 
Can Natere's plenteous Board 
Spread wade from Pole to Pole, 
Sufficient Cates afford 
To Satiate or Delude one Craving $Soal ? 
Produce what wealth the Seq contains, 
Or fleeps deep lodg'd in 7adien Veins, 
"Fi Infatiate Mind will gorge the tore 
And call for more. 


es 


POEMS. gl 


IT 
The Food of Angels of immortal kind, 
[Alone can be defign'd 
To Feaſt th'unbounded Appetite o'th'Mind. 
To thoſe bright Sears let me aſpire 
Where ſolid joys remain, 
So firm they can ſuſtain, 
And ſtand the full Career of Cheft Deſire, 
Th'Enjoyments we purſue 
$0 hotly here below, 
Are Charming Daphnes in the Chaſe 
And (Daepbae-like) Transforming, Fool us in th' Bmx: 
(brace | 


Some of Martials Epigrams T ranſlated 
end Parapbras d. 
Lib. r. Epigr. 1X. 
Rom needleſs dangers timely co Retreat, 


Speaks not our Courage ſmall.but Priidence Great. 
'G Thas 
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Thus Cato ſtill was foremoſt in the Fight, 
Whilſt Vi&'ry (tho at diſtance) was in fight 4 
Yet oft the Unequal Bartel he wou'd wave, 

Wiſe in. Retreat as is th'Engagement Brave. | 
Who of his Game, Advantage cannot make, 

Is wiſe in plotting how to part the Stake, 

Who pays his Bleed for't, buys his Fame too dear * 

I wou'd have Fame, but I'd enjoy it Hor. 

Who mingles Cypreſs with his Zewyel Wreath, 

Is poor, and Debtor for his Fame to Deach, 


<—— —— 


Lib. 1. Epigr. XIV. 


De Arri® & Pats. 
Hen from her Breaſt Chaſt 4rris did unſheath 
The recking Sword, & led the way to Deathy 
The bluſhing Steel to her Lov'd Lord the gave, 
And (aid----The Wretched, let ws flifl be Brave | 
Ah that 1 might prevent thy Fate with Mine : 
Mt my own Breaſt 1 Bleed , but Smart in Thine. 


Lib, 
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Lib. 1. Epigr.C'X. 


> De 14 Cate Publij, 

Ji mach co be preferr'd 
To CatzIw amorous Bird , 

Chaſter Thou chan Srela's Dove, 
Bac fond as Girls when firſt they Love; 
Iſs worth both Ta=dies Treaſure, 
Iſs Pubbs's Life and Pleaſure. 
Iſs monens if He complain, 
Iſſ« ſhares his Health and Pain, 
All Night on his warm Neck She lies, 
Nor fiirs *till He's difpos'd co riſe: 
Bue if Digeſtion chance ro call, 
The cleanly well-bred Animal 
Ne're harms the Bed, bur lightly creeps 
' O're Poblizs Boſome while He ſleeps, 
Or wakes him with her gentle moan, 
And motions to be handed down. 
G 3 
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Bur paſſing other Verrues by, 

Such is this Creatures Modeffy, 

She ne're cou'd Love, tho daily W#0'd 
By Shocks of Quality and Blood. 

But leſt Death take her quite away 
When time brings on her facal Day, 
(To Countermand Fate's rigid Law) 
Publize did her Picture draw x 
Where ev'ry Feature, ev'ry Hair 
Is feign'd with ſo much Art and Care, 
Ic leaves you doubtful which to call 

The Copy, which th'original. 
In ſhort, compare 'em boch together, 
And you'l Swear Both have Life, or Neicher, 


——— 


Le 
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Lib. g. Epigr: VI. 
D#® Swears ſhe will have Repb----The Wiſer ſbe! 
Raph Swears hee'l not have her----The Wiſer He 


Lib. 
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MC. 


Lib. XI. Epigr. XCV. 


Tranſlated is Dialogue. 
A. TRiend Gikes and I had late 4 bloody bour. 
B., Eternal Cronies how cou'd you fall out £ 
4. Faich gueſs th'Occaſion- 
3. Some freſh Doxie 
A. No, 
Fools as we are, we have more Senſe than So. 
He that Aſſerts a modeſt Lady's Right, ? 
(Tho foundly Drub'd) is a true Errant Knight , 
ButWhelps are they, who for ſuchCarrion Fight, , 
FB. When Toopt (which he's of courſe ſome twice a 
Day) 
- He'l rail on's Grandfire's Beard iPt come in's way y 
Perhaps miſ-call'd you then, gave you the Lye, 
Or in rude Langyag* dama'd your Poetry, 
A. Had Lille to reſolve the Quere try'd, 
Ev'a Lilly's (elf cou'd not have gueſt more wide ! 
G 3 Don 


'1 


þ, 


86 POEMS. 


Dow Critick, nere cou'd wound my thoughts ſo | TC 
As to beguil me of one minutes fleep;, (deep $10 
Cenſures [ Qiill deſpiſe 25 things of courſe, To 
But th' damage I ſuſtain by Giles is worſe- 
The Raſcal ftole—— 
B- Your Poems? 
C. No, my Horſe. 


ii. tit. 


Lib. XI. Epigr, XL1 At 


| re not 2 drowſie Alderman i'th'Town, 

| But I'l engage more nobly ſhall requite / 

Dull hobling Meeter on his Beard and Gown, 
Than you the moſt elab'cate lines 1 write. 


And yet your Worſhip till gives me ſtri&t charge 
To write in Honour of your Patronage 3 

And that my thoughts upon the Theam be large, 
And ſav'ring of the ſmartneſs of the Age. 


— 1 <4 4 © 


Troth 
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ſo 1 Troth Sir, you have leſs Conſcience than a Turk, 
p | To put an honeſt Muſe on Conjering Work, 
To make Weſphalis Hams of Engliſh Pork. 


.—————————.—_—— re nY —_ 
CIOS — _ _- — —  _—_ — _ =- —_ 


T he Confinement. 


' Fr had I form'd Ideas of Content, 
But by Experience knew not what it meant» 

Atlength 1ftrove to Counter-plot my Stars, 
And free my Soul by Strat2gem from Cares. 
la acool Jeſl'mine (hace my Lute I ſtrung, 
Where with divertive Aires I piay'd and Sung; 
The grateſul Sounds compoy'd my Cares to fl:p, 
Which o'ce me now no Watch appei'd ro keep, 
Thrice bleſt (ſaid I) this long expe&ed Hour, 
That frees me from my cruel Goalers Pow';, 
| fled, but ſoon was by my jealous Guard 
Parſu'd, o're-rane, and laid 2gain in Ward, 

F 4 Y-t 
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Yer ev'a this Diſappointment I cou'd bear, 

Had Fate ſet bounds ro my Misfortunes Here T 
But fince my Attempe t'eſcape I ſuffer more, 
Than in my Hardeſt Bondage heretofore ! 

Like a Deſigning Captive now I'm us'd, 

A Pris'ners Common Corteſjes refus'd ; 

Preſt with more Chains, aw'd by a ſtrier Guard, 
From Sleep (the vileſt Slaves Relief) debarr'd. 


mt m— 
_ — — — 


On Snow fall'n in Autumn, and dif- | ! 
folv'd by the Sun. 


L 
N Atwre now ſtripe of all her S»mmer-Dreſs, 
And modeſtly ſurmizing, 'wwere unmeet 
For each rude Eye to view her Nakedneſs , 
Around her bare Limbs wraps this Swewy Sheet. 


IL The 
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IT. 
The wanton Ss the ſlight-wrought Shroud remove, 
Tembrace the naked Dame, whoſe fertile Womb 
Admits the luſty Paramenr's warm Love's, 
And is made big with the fair Spring co come. 


89 
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Melancholy. 


- L. 
Min Humour, Poyſon to my Blood! 
: Bane of thoſe aQive Spirits thar glide 
And ſport within the circling Tide, 
As Fiſh Expire in an infeFed Flond. 
When al) th'Horizon of my Soul is clear, 
And 1 ſuſpet no change of Weather aear, 
Strait like a ſuddain Storm I find 
Thy black Fumes gath'ring in my Ming, 
Transforming All Egyptian Darkneſs there , 
Da:kneſs where noughe occurs to Sight 


But 
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But Flaſbes, more amazipg than the Night z 
Aad fiery Speares gliding through the troubled Air, 
| IL 
Sleep that in other Maladies brings Eaſe, 
Feeds and enrages this Diſeaſe 5 
For when my weary Lidds I cloſe 
And lumber, "tis without Repoſe. 
This Fery ſtill into wy Dreams will creep 
To Hagg wy tim'rous Fancy while 1 ſleep; 
Through Charnel Houſes then I'm led, 
Thoſe gloomy Manſions of the Dead, 
Where penſive Ghoſts by their lov'd Reliques ſtay, 
And Curſe th'approaching Day. 
By Merc'leſs Foes purſu'd and rane ; 
Ofr ſhip-wrecke op the Main, 
Beneath che Floods I ſeem to Dive ; 
Oft in Wild $arrs's Deſert ſorc't rengage 
Some Savage Monſtet's Rage. 
Oft(Typhon- like) beneath aMountain's weight 1 ſtrive ! 


4 Mig h, 
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il 
| Mighe I the Book of Fate peruſe, 
To Read the Lot for me deſign'd, 
I hhould perhaps auſpicious find 
Thoſe Planets 1 accuſes 
But whilſt for Informarion I 
Conſult the falſe Aſtrology 
Of Melancholy Fear, 
Dark and ore-caſt my forure Dayes appear : 
All poſſible Misfortunes while I dread, 
I draw all poſſible Misfortunes on my Head g 
Whilſt chis (olicicous Fear of Fatare 14 
My credulous Thought employs, 
(Tho falſe its Augary, yet) it deſtroys 
| My preſent Reſt, and ſtill 
Diverts me from purſuic of certain Joyes. 
Who ſeeks for Happineſs with niceſt Cace 
Mult watch its Seaſons, and frequent ics Havvr. 
Delight is a Rich tender Plaxt 
That Springs ja all Soils, and all the Year: 


"18 


92 POEMS. 
'Tis like the Manna which in plenty lay, 


If early ſought, aroand G 

Each Hebrews Tent, but if cill Hear of Dey |© 
Their Search they did delay, | 

Th' Ambrofial Food was no where to be found. p 
2 — A 


> ONES” REEF. 
On 4 Grave Sir retiring to Write in | 


Orger to undecerve the World. 


f! 
N 
Ertis of all well-meaning Fools, thy Fate A 
Is moſt deplorably Unfortunate, | ( 
Hadſt Thou Demitian-like in catching Flies 'G 
Employ'd thy Privacy, thou'dt paſt for Wile , A 
For what ſhou'd hinder thee, but chou mayſt catch | R 
As faſt as He, and be the Emperour's Match £ 
But whilſt thy ſolicary Hoars are ſpenr 
Ja (cribling tedious Syſtems, to prevent 
The Worlds Miſtakes, its Follies to Reform, 
Thou mayſt a3 well pretend to lay a Storm. 


Go, 


Go, cut the Caſpian Lake a Road to th'Ocean 
Coatrive an Engine with perpetucl Motionyen——— 
Make Machiavillians of the Red-Bul Rout, 

Files Conſtant, Breakers Honeſt, 3awd:s Devoutz 
If theſe Advencures ſeem unfearable, 
— j At leaſt enongh to poſe Don Sidropbel. 

Then think how frantickly thou doſt deviſe, 

s | To wake this Hair-brain'd World grow ſtaid and wile, 
In Youth and Prime when likelieſt to improve, 
No Precepts this beſorted World coa'd move ; 
And wilt thou at theſe Years begin co School, 
{Dull Moraliſt !) the crazy, deating Foal ? 

Go dreaming Stoick, once again Retire z 

And fince thou art Ambitious to acquire 

Repute for Judgment---- Ser thy Works on Fire! - 


| 


— 
On 4 deformd Old Baw'd defigning 
have ber Pifture ; rs 7 


I. 
T Piture drawn foul Beldame } Thine f 
What Frenzy hannts thy Mind, 
And drives Thee on this vile Defign, 
T affront. all Woman-kiad 4 F 
. | IL $7 
For whilſt thy ſwarthy Cankatd Face 
Poſterity ſhall view, | | 
They'll loach the faireſt of the Race, 
For ſharing Sex with 7ow, 
III. 
To ſome forlorn Charch - Yard repair, 
And Haggard Thou ſhalc ſee, 
The ſterneſt Goblin will not dare 
To ſtand the fight of Thee, 
IV. Thoſe 


le 
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I 'V. 
Thoſe Ghoſts that ſtrike with Pannick-Fear 
The Breaſts of ſtouceſt Braves, 
At thy Approach will diſoppear, 
And Borrogh in their Groves, 
V. 
Fix thy Efgirs 00 the Shield 
Of ſome bold Knight in Arms, 
Twill Aid him more co win the Field, 
Than all his Z«d's Charms. 
VL 
Don Perſew with his Gergow's Face 
That- Combatant wou'd flee ; 
For Hagg Medsſs (no Diſgrace! ) 
A Beauty were to Thee. 


Ad- 
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I" OE 


Alvice to a Friend, defigning 0 P ub-| 


liſh bis Poems. 


R Eclaim, raſh Friend, your wild Reſolves tengage 
A captious, and ill-natur'd Age. 
Tis not enough the Verſe you write be Good, 
To Take, fit miſt be Mnderſfood, 
And to inſtrat the World, where you excell, 
Is harder mach than writive Well: 
Thrare different Tasks ro wrice Well, and to Pleaſe 1 
The laſt (alaſs?) a Work of Zfe. 
Whilſt Midss Umpire fits; let Notte adnire 
Pan's Pipe preferr'd to Phebas Lyre- 
The gawdieft Painting takes the Valgar fight, 
Whilſt artſull Pieces leſs Delighc, 
In vain is Natzre Repreſented Well, 
Ifc it be not Gay, 'ewill never Sell, 
Hark 


[ c 


Ne 
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{Hark in your Ear ('Tis a ſtrange Myſtery, 


But a grand Trath), if Popular you'd be, 
Faith ſpare your Pains, and Write Ex-tempore. 


T be Ignorant. 


N Ignorant | am, 
And Glory in the Name* 
I wot not what of yore 
Raſh Ferioſe's did, 
Nor what the dreaming Sages (aid: 
[ cannot run a Liſt of Old Rome's Tryumphs ore. 
"Twas Knowledre ficſt to Ruin led us on; 
For with this Mortal Itch poſſeſt 
The happy Pair Tranſereft, | 
Needs muſt they Xnow, they Knew and were Undone! 
And to this Hour our Mis'ries ſole Relief 


Confiſts in /gnorance; of our Grief ! 
H Then 
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Then plodding Mortal ceaſe 
To boaſt your dear-bought Faculties ; 
For fince with Knowledge Sorrow muſt encreafſe ro 
Ler ſuch as on thoſe Terms can Science prize, FTh 

Improve in Science , - but for me, 
So I may Ignorant and Happy be, 

Tie ne'r Repine or look with envious Eyes, 

On the Unhappy Learn'd, 2nd Miſerable Wile. 


—_— — — OO — __ - - - — ——— ————— — <a» £l a _ = — 


The Beldam's Song. 


AP my Kib-welkin, dear Spirit appear 

In the Shape 

Of an Ape, 
A Fice-ſpitting Dragon, or Clump-footed Bear, 
Aadge has whoopt me twice from her Ivy-bound Oak, 
And twice have I heard the dull Night- Raves croak. 
Let me ſtride thee my Welkin, and poſt it away 
Ere 
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Ere the Moan 
Reach her Noon. 
e fror the Night is the Wey-ward Siſter's Day. 
» Through the Air lex us take our fantaſtical Round, 
And ſipp of the Dew 
While 'tis New, 
Ere the Honey-drops fall to the Ground. 
But when we are mounted, and in our Carear, 
Make neither Haule nor Stay, 
And to none give the Way, 
ho Hecat her ſelf ſhou'd be rounding the Air, 
For once Fle encounter, 
And try to diſmount her, 
Pitch her Heels over Head (ſtead 
[0 ſome Quagg-mire below, and Reign Queen in her 
zaſtle, buſtle my ib, and be ſure ere we part, 
Thou ſhale Suck at the Dugg that is next to myHeart- 


T be Inconftant. 


A Parapbraſe on the XV. Epod of Horace. 


PXcciſely I remember All, 'ewas Night, Sh 
Calm Skye, and the fall Moon ſhone bright, 
When firſt you Swore, that bleaiog Flocks ſhou'dy ,. 


(feed 
With Wolves, nor other Keepers need y T 
That boiſtrous Winds buſht in Ecernal ſleep, 
Shou'd ceaſe to Revel on the Deep vi 


You Vow'd that theſe, and Prodigies more ſtrange O 
Shou'd fall e're your fixt Heart cou'd change, || Y\ 
Yet (Woman-like) to your new Fav/rite now, 
Unſwear as ofc as you did Yow! 
Ah! if I cou'd (and fare if half a man, 
Or ſomewhat leſs than half, I cas) 


C ou'd 
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Cou'd Tin jaſt Reſentmear quic your Chain, 
And with more caution chuſe again z 
aha N wh, you'd Repent my wrongs, when flying Fame 
Shoa'd publiſh to your grief and ſhame, 
How your wrong'd Swain had found a Nywph more ' 
And equal in her Charms to Tow, (True 
But Treach'rous Rival, you that reap my Toils, 
And Pride your ſelf in my ſtoln ſpoils, 
Shou'd Fates and Stars Adopt you for their own, _ 
_ And (how'r their richeſt Bleſſings down, 
W's Nought ſhou'd ſecure you from the ſare Preſege 
we Of an Offended Peet's Rage, 
The time ſhall come (and to inhance your fear, 
Know, Wretch, that fatal time is near) 
When you ſhall periſh by th' Inconflancy 
Of Her that firſt learnt breach of Faith fram thee x 
- | Whilſt from the ſafe ſhore your [ad wreek I ſee. 


-- 
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Of the Ape and the Fox. 


A Paraphraſe on one of the Centum Fabulz. 


& ir his four-footed Snbjefts through che Nation, 
The King of B:uits thus iſſues Proclamation, 


Being well. informed we have incur:'d Diſgrace 
By Harb'ring in our Realm a Scandalous Race, 
A gett chat have No Tails; Theſe Preſents are 
T enjoyn ſuch Miſcreants, All and (iogular, 
Strait to depart our Land, or on Demurr, 
Our Laws Grand:Treaſon Penalties incutr. 
Sly Reynard ſtrait fifts out this ſtate Deſign, 
Turns Goods and Chattels All toready Coyn, 
The unprojeting Neighboor-hood Admire, 


And Flock, th' Occaſion of his March Enquire, 


Where *mcngſt the Reſt the ceremonious Ape 
Accoſts him with Grimmace 2nd formall Scrape, 
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Bon jour Monfienr | You paſs ſor aprime Witt z 
But in this Project give ſmall Proof of it, 
We of the Cur-tailed Tripe expreſs Command 
Of our great Chew prepare to quitt the Land z 


But why Sir ſhou'd you Budge, Whoſe Poſterns bea, | 


A Swaſhing Train well farrd ro guard your Rear * 
Had Nature lent me but an Inch of Dock, 
A Tuft to Shade, or Scutt to grace my Nock, 
| ſhou'd Preſume TI had no Obligation 
From the late Ao take this Peregrination. 

Then thus the Fox ———You've ſpoke an O1acle, 
Doubtleſs your Gravity reads Machiavil. 
| muſt Confeſs I've no pretence to rail, 
Or Curſe my ſtarrs for ſtinting me in Tail z 
But grant my Train might with a Commer's mealure, 
Suppoſe withall chat *ewere his Highneſs Pleaſure 
To ſay 7ve None « which if he once Aﬀert, 
Nere doubt but he has Sycophants will ſwear't g 
Thas charg'd, ſhou'd 7 artempe my own Defence, 
(Togive his Lawleſs Tyranny Pretence) 


H 4 Tis 
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'Tis Odds but 7am Dock: upon the Sport, 
And then for want of Tail poor Reynard goes to Por, 


EET 
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T be Round. 


H*" Vain a Thing is Man whom Toyes Delight; 
And ſhdadows Fright ! 
Variety of 7mpertinence 
Might give our Dotage ſome Pretence 3 
But to a Circle bound, 
We To.l ina dall Round : 
We fitt, move, Eat and Drink, 
We Dreſs, Undreſs, Diſcourſe and Think 
By che (ame Paſſions bptri'd on, 
Impoliag or Impos'd upon: 
We paſs the time in Sport or Toil, 
We Plow the Seas or Safer Soil : 
Thas all that we Project and Do, 
We did it many a year 2g0e. 


wi 4 f> ft = ff *%. 
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VVe Travel ſtill a beaten way, 

And yet how eager riſe we to purſue 
Th'affairs of each returning day, 

As if irs Entertainments were Surprizing All and New, 


—  — 


SO OO 


The Male Content. 


MPs" winding Rocks (his ſwelling griefs t'allay) 
The diſappointed Thirſis took his way. 
ja the Wild Clifts a natu'ral Vaut he found 
With woven Ivye Cheaply deckt argund. 
He ruſhr into the Solicary Nook, 
Where into theſe Pathetick Souncs he broke. 
Oh when will Nature cake the life ſhe gave, 
And Lodge me free from Trotble in the Grave ! 
Sleep there alone deſerves the Name of Ref, 
No frightſa!l Dreams the (1:ep of Death infeſt, 
Whilſt ſhrouded in this marble Cell I Lye, 
What can be more Commodijous than to Dye * 
Each Obje& Here wears ſuch 2 mournfu!l Face, 
That Dying ſeems the Buſineſs of che Place ? 


Here 


| 
| 
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Here from the wrangling V Vorld L will Retire, 
And as Liv'd Unknown, Unknown Expire. 
Thea letthat hanging Rock that ſhades my Head 
Sink down, and ſhutr this Vaut when I am Dead: 


Rude as it is, this Matble C<!! wou'd ſave [ 
Th'expenſive Rires that ſo: wall Burialls crave, 
It ſelf my Cottin, Monumeat and Grave. 11 


" -” — ————_— - __ - = — — —————— _—_ —{__——————— — — 


T he Dream, 


Eneach the Syc'more ſhade, | 
Amizitas (at to ling and Play 
On his ſhrill pipe i'th'Hear o'ch' Day ; 
His Amarifl befide him laid : 
Charm'd wich the Mufick of his Reed, 
The liſtning Ewes forgat to Feed, 
The ſportive Lambs gave ore their 7lay, 
And to their Maſter's Song atrentive lay, 
The Song as Sofc and Innocent as They ! 
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Mean while on the pleas'd Amarill 
A downy ſlamber fell, 

'T ill with a Sigh and Suddain ſtarr 

She 'woke and Cry'd{—Heav'n ſave my Swain ! 
Are you not hurt 2 [ will provide a Dart, 

And if the Bruit approach again, 
Vie drench ic in the Savage Monſter's Hearr, 
What means (Amw#xtas ſmiling ſaid) This Rage £ 

I dreamt (faid ſhe) a ruthfull Bear 
Had broke into our Fold, and flaughter'd there g 

And whillt you rant' Engage 

(Ak ! why were you ſo Raſh 2 )ch' unequall Foe, 

The Ray'nous Monſter Seiz'd on You! 

Then to your Reſcue I came in 

And caſt my ſelf berween, | 
But with the motion Waking,found the Dream Untrue, 
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Amor Sepulchralis, 


N a Large ſtately Cave (of old the Court 
Of Rural! Gods as ne.ghbring Swains report) 

Intert'd the dear Remains of Demon lay, 
Converted u91wv to their Original clay. 
Exch wiſhing Nymph the living Swain approv'd, 
The Shepherd fair £mmoria only Lov'd. 
Their mutual! Paſſion's Kindling Flame was more 
Thea ere Inſpii'd Conſeating Hearts before z 
Bur was with time Improv'd to that Degree, 
That now 'twas Love no mote, but Extaſies 
Theirlinkt AﬀeRions Fate cou'd not divorce, 
Nor Rig*cous Death reſtrain their Entercourſe: 
The Nymph to liviog Swains did (till preferr 
Her Damon's Duſt, and ey'n that D#ſt Lov'd Her, 
At Damon's Tomb the Chaſt Emmoria kept 
Perp2rual Y Vatch, and ore his Aſhes wept 5 
(Fir 
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(Fitt emblem of her grief) a ſprigg of Tew 

She planted there, the Branch took Root and grew, 
This Cave to the Suns Rays Acceſs deny'd, 

No Rain or Dew the thirſting Flant Supply'd, 

Yet ſtill it ſprang, by Love's Miracu*lous Powfr, 

For th* 4ſbes till Glow'd with their 0/4 Amonr 
Emmoria's Eyes wept a nere-Ceaſing Shower , 

This Heat and Moyſlwre kept the Plant Alive, 

And Tempring ſtill each other, made it Thrive. 


The three Firil Verſes of the 46th 
Pſalm Parapbraſd. 


I. 
O® Strength, is the Omnipotentz 
We cannot therefore condeſcend to Fear, 
Tho danger in its gaſtlie(t ſhape appear 3 
Tho Mountains f:om their marble Roots were rent 
And head-long to the Ocean hurld, 


[4 
| Their 
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Their Violent Career might ſhake the World, 


But our fixt Feet ſhou'd keep their Ground , | - 
No Tremour ia our Breaſt be found 


Our rais'd Heads ſhou'd o're-look the Floods , where 
Hills lay Drown'd. 


I L 

W hattho the Secs, whoſe moſt capacious Womb 

Gave the Subverted Hills a Tomb 2 

What tho it's raging Waters roar, 

And (well in Mountains vaſt as thoſe 

Which the profound Gulf gorg'd before ? 
This moſt impertinencly angry Main, 
With its own Rocks fierce conteſt may maintain, 
But can no more our Paſſions diſcompoſe, 
Than when on a Serene and ſhiny day, 

Some ſhallow AV let we ſurvey, 

Conteſting with each Pibble for its Interrpred way. 
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T be Mid-Night T bought. 


Ow that the twinkling ſtars Eſlay 

A Faint Reſemblance of the Day, 
Shewn fairer now for being beſet 
With Night (like Diamond: in jett) 
Let me Repos'd within this Grove, 
The Solemn ſeaſon There Improve, 
Reſtleſs alas! from Sun ro Sun, 
A Round of Buſineſs I have run: 
Whilſt others ſlepe projecting Lay, 
Yet ſince I THOUGHT how many a day ! 
How long ſince 7 did meditate 
Of Life, of Death, and Future ſtate : 
Approaching Fate his Pace will keep, 
Lec Morcalls Watch, or let them Sleep. 
What Sound is That 2 2 Paſſing Bell ! 
Then to Eternity Farewell | 
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And one ſhort Hour thy Doom ſhall ſhow, 
Ecermall Blifs, or endleſs Woe ! 

If Firtze's Lore Thou haſt deſpiz'd, 

How Wou'd That Virtue now be priz'd ! 

Or ſay, Thou didſt in our Looſe Age, 

Oa her forſaken Side Engage, 

Wouldſt Thon the dear Remembrance now, 
For the Worlds Monarchie Forgoe ? 

What other Afedicine canſt Thou find 
T'aſswage the Feavour in thy mind 2 

Now Wakened Conſcience ſpeaks at Large, 
And envious Fiends inbance the Charge ! 
Let the bold Atheiſt now draw neer, 

Thy chill and drooping ſpirits to cheer, »; 
His Briskeſt Fine and Wirrto Thee 
Will now alike 1»ſipid be ! 4 
VVhere is the Lawleſs HeQring Brave 

That from ch Arreſt of Death can ſave © 

V'Vi Attempt a Zeſcve Here will fail, 

And this grim Serjeant takes no B47. The 


Poor Soul, Thou'rt at thy Criſis now, 


gu] 


i 
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I beConnter-T urn, 
( )Þieve that Pile of skulls, but chiefly There 
That moſlye $kull Sarvey: 
Do's the fage Front diſplay 
Plots, ProjeRs, 2nd noQuurall Care * 
Merhinks it ſhou'd, ſor once it did belong 
T'a Machiavilian that cou'd Shock a State, 
And truſted He coo'd Bill Fate, (Throng ? 
Who wou'd have ſought that Head-piece in this 
The plotting Wight promis'd that skull a Czown, 
In Loweſt Earth He founded the Deſign, 
With Heav'n the Roof did join x 
' [ill with a ſuddain ſhock of Fate O're-thrown, » 
The Fabrick fell on the Contrivers Head, 
And cruſht h/aſpiting Politician Dead, 


POEMS. 


<< ! 4 LF 


T be Voyagers. 


Hilſt Stemming Life's uncertain Tide, 
Toſt on the Waves of Doubt: and Fears, 
If to frail Resſon's Condut we Confide 
VVe ſtrive in vain ( 
The happy Port to gain, 
For oft as Clouded Reaſon dilappears , 
V Ve cannot fail co Rove afarr 
Miſtaking each falie Meteor for our Stayr, | 
How diſmall are the Perills we engage 
V'Vhen (growa t'a Hurricane) 
Our boiſt'rous P «fſions Rouze the ſleeping Main * 
But ah | how Few have periſhe by che Rage 
Of Storms, if numbred with the dayly Throng 
VVhom Syren Pleaſures as they ſail along 
Seduce tothe dead ſhore, 


VVhere They ſaw others wreckt before, 


Yet 
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Yerſtill purſue though certain to be Loſt; 

For if from their cleſt Boat they climb the Coalt 
They fall into the treach'rous Syrens Pow'r 
VVho Entertain them firſt, and then Devour. 


= 
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The Choice, 


(fa me indulgent Heav'a a rurall Seat, 
Rather Comtemprible than Great. 

V'Vhere, cough I Taſt Life's Sweets, till I may be 

Achirſt for Immortalitie. 
I wou'd have Buſineſs, but exempe from Strife z 

A Private, but av AFive Life. 
A Conſcience bold and punQuall to his Charge 3 

My Stock of Health or Patience Large, 

Some Book; I'd have, and ſome Acquaintance too, 


I" "CO — 


But very Good, and very Few. 
Then (if one Mortall Two ſuch Grants may Crave) 
From FSileat Life 1'd Stea/ into my Grave, 


I 2 
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On Sight of ſome Martyr's 
Sepulcbres. 


| © hk lies Duſt Conſfus'dly hurl'd, 7 
Burt Dsſt that once ſhall judge the World! 

Bleſt Saints, when the quick Flames Enlarg's | g, 
Your Souls, and from dull Fleſh diſcharg'd, T 
Th'Ambitious Fires ſtrove ro Coavey V 
Your Spirits on their eryumphane V Vay, E 
But wing'd with Glory They Aſpud, 

Aad left the Flames behiad them Tir'd. 


Of the Few Adberers to Virtue. , - 


f Hon Virtue Points our V'Vay to Happineſs, 

| Ev'a the Profane in Cooler Moods Confeſs: 
But 'Caule the Brave and generous are Few, 

Thin Trains this Guid to Happineſs purſue. 

V'Vho *Vooch her Cauſe, muſt 'bert a Soffring fide 
Expos'd to 21] the Our-Rages of Pride. 

She's Fxil'd now, and 'tis not (trange to ſee 

Mean Souls deſert afliSed Majeſtic : 

But when juſt Heav'a (and ſure that Time draws on) 
Reſtores this Empreſs to her Starry Throne, 

VVith Crowns She will enrich her Zogall Few. 

VV hilſt Shame and VengeanceCruſh the Rebel Crew, 
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The Requitall. 


V Ile Tafidel, that dar'ſt for Vice declaim, 
And take vain pride to Publiſh thy own ſhame! 
What can thy Patron Vice enough Conferr 
Oa his officious z:alous Or atour * 
Hee'll coubtleſs give his wonted Recompenle, 
And, Rot the Tongue that Pleads in his Defence. 


To a Deſponding Friend. 


R Epine not, penſive Friend, ro meet 

A Thirn and Sting in eviry Sweet 5 
Think it not yours or my hard Fate, 
But the fixt Lot of Humane Stare. 
Since then this Portion is Aſſhign'd, 
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By the great Patron of Mankind, 
(Though nere fo datkly Qnderſtood) 
We ſhou'd preſume the Method Good, Heav'n 
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Heav'n do's its rendreſt Care expreſs 
Conducting through a Wilderneſs, 

Leſt Sluggards we ſhou'd Take our Stind 
And ſtop ſhort of the Promur'd Land. 


_— 
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Diſſwaſion of an Aged Friend from 
Leaving bis Retirement. 


|Þ L fe's nnxtive Wane your ſhades ſo;lake, 
And intoth'World a Sally make: 

Deluded Friend, what Surfert have you tane 
Of Bliſs, that now you long for Pain ? 

The Favourites of th'aaſtere World are Few, 
Yet They have their c:ſaſters too, 

What therefore muſt your Entertainment be 
That have profcſt Hoftility £ 

You have not learatto Flatter and Careſs 
The Great, for faithleſs Promiſes y 


When jg Thankfull to Appear, 
And ay, How much Oblig'd you are | 


L 4 For . 
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For Lucre you muſt Practiſe every Wiley 
Defraud, and do it with a Smule. 

Worldlings with many Fices muſt be fraught, 
Which you my Friend were never T asghs. 

Well, you miy Roam, but ſvon Return diſtreſt , 
Wounded ind Maim'4 to your Old Neſt. 


> ES — _— - 
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I 


\ 7 V* len late the ryrznnous Malay 


With intermitted Rage 
Seem's to preſage, 

Or Suddain Health or Diſſolution nigh, 
Falle IPorld (ſaid T) that Steal'ſt my reall Joyes 

Shuffling in ſt22d thy chang*ling I oys : 
B:gone ! T'le not be biib'd zt any Rate 

To (c!l m'apþroaching Fate, 
And Re-aſſume that Toilſome Task to Live : 


Recovering from a Fit of Sickneſs. 
. 
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1 prize not Grandieur, and I know 
(Were | thy Favourite as I'm thy Foe) 
What I affe@, thou never canſt beſtow : 
| I'd have Content, but That was never Tine to give 
"Remove that Taper from my fight, 
Th' impertinent Light 
Preſents no grateſull Obje& to my View z 
Ev'a thoſe Fair Eyes t'1at Planets orce appeat'e, 
(The only Planets I revei'd) 
Tomy dim figh',e. m cow t'have Loſt their Luſtre to 
IN, 
Thus Muſing as I Lay, to my Bedide 
(Arti: d :n ail h.s Mourning Pride) 
The King of Terroars came , 


Awful! is Looks, but act d:form<d and Grim 
He's no ſuch Bug -beay 25 we ſeign ci H m. j 
Scarce we our ſelves fo Civiliz'd and Tame ! 
Unknown the Doom aſſign'd mein this Change 

For full Crimes and imperſect Penitence, 
(Though juſtly I might read cheStiicke Revenge 
Of an Enrag'd Omniporence) Yer 
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Yet w.th my preſent Griefs diſtreſt, I 

With curious Thoughts of anknown Worlds poſſeſt | »> 
Inflam'd with Thirſt of Liberty, 

Long Loy'd, bar nere Enjoy'd by me, 


Ifu'd for Leave the fatal! Gulf co Paſs : A 
My Vitall Sand is almoſt run, » 

And Death (id 1) will ſtrike anon, 
Thea to cull Life Ibid along Farewell ; P 
Bur as the laſt grains fell, 1 


Dea:h faild my credulous Hopes, and Twru'd the Glaſs, 
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T he Cballenge. 


\/ E S:ges that pretend 


In Science to Tranſcend 
The dull illitrate Crowd, 
You that of Ignorance impeach, 
(Ere your Pretences be allow'd) 
Define that Prudence which you Teach z 


I fear 
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I fear is much above your Learning's Reach, 
Prudence has no fixt Being, butdepends 
On Perſon, Time, and Chance, 
And every petty Circumſtance : 
AQtions directed to the Self-ſame ends, 
May prudent th'one, the other peccant be ; 
For what would prove D1ſ{creet in Thee 
Perhaps were wild Extravagance in Me. 
The Antsare Wiſe, that from their Summer Hoard 
Supply their Winter Board , 
And doubtleſs full as wiſe as They 
The Graſheppers that Play 
And Revell all their Harveſt Days away 
For *rwere in Them a Senſleſs Drudgery 
To Toil for a Supply 
In Winter's Dearth, that muſt ere Winter, Die, 
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The Cure. 


A Dizlogue, 
Clarins and Coridon. 


Clains 
F Ome Cori4on, Sit by me gentle Swain ; 
0 Thy Cheek is pale : Speak Shepheard, where's 
Cir. thy Pain * 

Say, Claivs P;:clt of our great Pan (for you 

Of Humane Science th'urmoſt Limits kaow) 

Is Phyſicks pow'r to th'Bol.es uſe confin'd, 

Have you no Medicine for a troubled Mind ? 

C lat. 


Yes, for as Balſoms rag.ng Pains appeaſe 

Sage Councells todiſtemper'd Souls g.ve caſe, 4 
Ev'a Love is no incurable Diſcale, 

Ha Swain! What meant that Suddain bluth and Rart * C 
Have I gueſt right, and toucht the tender Part? Coy, 
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Cor. 
1 won'd Conceal'r, but have nor learnt to Feign 
You've gueſt, and while you Nam'd it, Wakt mv Pain. 
Clai, 
Teeffeft the Cure we'll rake the Safeſt courſe, 
And Trace the Malady to its firſt Scource : 
Say then, what Female Gims and Baits were laid , 
Or was your foad Sou! by its ſelf berray'd : 
Cor. 
When from Severer B»ſincſs I withdrew, 


Twixt Love and Me 3 fatal! Friendſhip grew : 

Such was my /gnorance and his Craft, wy Breſt 
Admitted the Impoſtor for its Gueit , 

With my Hearts Blood our Covenant we ſeal'd, 

A Solemn Contra ne1e to be repeal'd : 

Then all Delights young Sorcerers Enjoy, 

A While d:d my deluded Soul employ, 

Love fed my waking Thoughts with glorious T heams, 
And bleſt my Slumbers wich tranſporting Dreams, 
When atan awfall Diſtance 7lurvey'd 

My Nymph, Tranſported, ro my ſelf 7 ſaid, Ah 
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Ah Charming Fair ! Oh Excellence Divine! 
Whilſt Love wou'd Whiſpering Anſwer Swaing 
Clai. | (She's Thine, 
Thus, Whilſt from far our high-plac't Hopes appear, 
C The Gulfs between Conceal'd) we deem them Nees. 
Cort. * ; 
Yet boldly through all Obſtacles I preſt. 
Clai, 
W hy therefore Shepheard are you not poſſeſt -, 
Cort, 
Force not th'Uawilling ſecrert from my Breſt, 
There letit Luck in Sympachizing Night, 
And never roam from its dark Cell to Frigh, 
Ler it ſuffice that on a Barren Soil | 
I've Loſt of many years ch'Expence and Toil, 
Chi. 
Do's the falſe Nymph —— 
The V Vages you ſodearly Earn'd refuſe * 


Cort, 
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Corti. 

My (elf 1 cannor, will not her Accule, 
But my Releif myſt from your Councells Riſe : 
Fxamine not good Claims, but Adviſe 1 
Bring your beſt Art (for 'wwill your beſt require) 
T'unſpell my ſoul from LZeve's cormenting Fire, 

Clat. 
Call Reaſon to your Aid, you'l put to flight 
The Foe no: to be quell'd by other Might. 
Of happieſt Tove's Delights Sum up th'Account, 
And Leara to what the Totail will amount 3 
Then ia the Ballance Love's Fexations Weigh, 
How certain Theſe, and how ance:tain They, 
Sordid his joyes, and of delight ſo nice, 
Thar Female Coymeſs only gives them Price. 
Short»liv'd the wacme(t Amorit's Deſires, 
At Kindling Hyzen's, oft Love's Torch expires. 


There are that from Large Dow'rs derive their Flame 


And Theſe in full Career purſue their Game 3 
They wreck theu Fitts, the Golden Prize to gan, 
Bur dream not how that Golds wrought into a Charm. 
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Cort, 
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Cor. 
W hen lite Love's falſe ſuggeſtions I Obey'd, 
»[w4s la Purſu't of Happinets I ſtrayd. 
My cre4ulous Youth bad ſeen no brighter Flame, 
Ar Srrcight Conciuced that from Heaven it Came. 
In Erron:'s Night Love's Fire (hone bright and gay, 
But at tl'approach of Reaſons conqu'ring Ray 
The Mcteor's lolt in the full Blaze of Day, 

Clat. 

Miſtake nor Swain, I wou'd nor Quench your Flame, 
But ſlip your Paſſion at a Nobler Game, 
Wave Senſual joys, and with a Flame refind 
Coart thofe Diviner Pleaſures of the Mind. 
To (acred Virtuenext make your Addreſs ; 
Confe(s you've no Regard of Happineſs, 
Or Live henceforth of Virtue's ſervice proud, 
The brighreſt Beauty and the beſt endow'd, 
She'il guard your Youth from Paſſions baneſull Rage, 
With peaceful! Thoughts divert the Pains of Age. 
Bur then in Largeſt Screams her Bleſſings Flow, 
When Love grown Bankyopt can no more beſtow. 


When 
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When rig'rous Death ſhall check your Circling B!o0c! 
And Life die ſtifled in the Frozen Flood, 
Your penſive Nymph at large may tell her Grief, 
Bur to your raviſhe Soul give no Relief, 
'Twill lark a peofive Ghoſt in Cayes all day, 
And to it's Reliques Mid-night Viſits pay» 
Bar pious Souls by Death are Gainers made, 
By Virtueto th'Elyfian Seats convey'sd 
There Mirth and Peace, and ſofteſt Tranſports reign, 
Delights refiod from all Allays of Pain , 
The Gratefull Soil yarill'd her Harveſt yields; 
Unclouded Skies and ever-verdant Fields. 
There Amulation no Diſſention gives, 
For Happy Each in others Bliſſes Lives, 
No Cares 0'th'Future their free Thoughts Employ, 
The Buſineſs of the Place is to Enjoy. 
That Swain is moſt Induſtrious held chat beſt 
Improves his Bliſs, exceeds in Joyes the Reſt, 
If Lowe can Bleſs beyond theſe Heights, Return 
To dragg his Chain, and in his Feavesr Burn 1 
K Take 
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Take Leave of blifsfall Immorralicie, 
Chide my impert'neat Zeal to ſer you Free, 
And Court the Frowns of ſome imperious She; 
Cor. | — 
Deſtroy not thus your gen'rous Courteſies 
By an unfriendly and onjuſt Surmize , 
Heay'n ſends me Freedome, and to ſell the Pledge, ' 
Muſt Brand me with the fouleſt Sacriledge, 
'Gainſt Love and Beauty 1'll maintain the Fort 
Aad fix a Guard of Firtses in my Heart. 
Clai, 
If Beauty's Force too raſhly you deſpiſe, 


'Tis Odds but you are ruin'd by Surprize : | 
Wou'd you live free from Female Tyranny £ þ 


Nerte Parly with the Tempting Sex, but Fly, 
Their very Tears are Fewell to Deſire, 

And with their $ighs They'l Fan texpirigg Fire. 
Their Mirth and Grief, their kindneſs and Diſdaiog 1 
Are fatall 411, and Work Poor Shepheards Pain! : 


Nature 


.- 
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Natare and Art Confpire to Arm the Fair 3 
For in the Charming, All things Charming 47* 3 
Their Glances Dayrs, and ev'ry Curl a Sware- 


——.———. 
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T be Hurricane. 


WH chetr myMates/Luffho |-.WeToi) inVa'n: 
That Nothern Miſt forebodes a Harricance 
See how th'expeing Oceag Raves, 
The Billows Roar before the Fray, 
Uacimely Night devours the Day, 
I'h' Dead Eclypſe we Nought deſcry 
Bat Lightnings Wild Capriches in the Skie, 
And Scalye Monfters ſparkling through the Waves. 
Ply ! Eacha Hand, and furl your Sails. 
Port, Hard a'Port-——The Tackle fails, 
Sound ho ! Five Fathom and the moſt. 
A Dangerous Shelf! @'as firuck, and we are Loſt. 
Speak in the Hold ——She Leaks amiin— Give ore ; 
The Crazy Boat can Work no more, 
K 2 She 
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She draws apace, and we approach no ſhore, * 
A Ring my Mates: Let's joyna Ring, and (0 1 - -- 


Beneath the Deep Embracing Go. , 'T 
Now to newWorlds we ſteer,and quickly ſhall Arrive: 


Our Spirits ſhall Afo#x1 as faſt as our dullCorpſes Dove 
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T be Gratefull Sbepheard. - 


WW Hilt by his grazing Flock a gencle Swain, 
His Yacant Hours to entertain, 

Perus'd a Volama whoſe each Tragick Page 
Diſcours'd of ſome Intrigue of State, 
Of Rebell-Inſoleace and Rage, 
And ſome unhappy Monarch's Fate : 

The Youth into theſe paſſionate ſounds brake forth 
What Virtue of my Anceſtors 

- So much Oblig'd you ye indulgent Pow'rs, 

That in theſe Silent ſhades you gave me Buth * 
You might have m ade me Fortune's Spore, 


Doom'd me to ſome Corrupted Court, 
Where 
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Where I this rurall Bliſs had never known g 

My Cottage might have been a Throwe, 

My Crook 2 Scepter, and my Wreath 2 Griws : 
Some Tyrant - Prince I might have been, 

(By your Indulgence now a peacefull Swain) 

My Cbhlori: ſome proud Cruel gScex, 

The tendreſt Nymph of the Arcadian Plain. 

When for theſe Bleſſings I forget r' invoke 


Your Powers, negle& to make your Altars ſmoak 
Then Raviſhe let me be 


From this Secure Retreat, 


And plac't aloft on Grandieur's Sear, 
An open Mark to the ſare Darts of envious Deſtinie; 


FINIS. 


